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CHAPTER I 

DcsiiiO„tlie i^vcre winter of I860 tLe river Oisa 
frozen over and the plains of Lower Uicardy ►^r© ■ 
covered with deep snow. On Christmas Day, 
a heavy squall from the^qprtli>ea8t }iad al^st boli^ 
the little ei^y of Beaumont. The snqw> whickb^au tcf 
fall early in the morning, increased^ towards evening and. 
accumulated during the night ; in the upper town, in 
the Rue des Oribvres, at the end of which, as if enclosed 
therein, is the northern front' of the cathedral transept, 
this was blown with great f^rce by the wind agmnst the 
portal of Saint Agnes, ^e old Romanesque portal, 
where traces of Early Gothic could be seen, contrasting 
its florid ornamentation with the bare simplicity of the 
transept gable. 

The inhabitants still slept, wearied by the festive 
rejpidngs of the previous day.^ The town-clock struck 
six. In the darkness, which was slightly lightened by 
the slowj^rsistrat faU of the flakes, a vague living form 
alone was visible : ^t of a little girl, nine years of age, 
who, having taken refhge nnder the ardhway the 
jporttd, had passed the night ther|^^.iihiver&gV' 
sheltering herself as well-as possible. She w^'a thin 
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"vroollen dress, ragged from long use, her head was 
covered with a tom silk handkerchief, and on her bare 
feet were heavy shoes much too lai^e for her. Without 
doubt she hod only gone there after having well wandered 
through the town, for she had fallen down from sheer 
eichanstion. For her it was the end of the world ; there 
was no longer anything to interest her. It was the- 
last surrender; the hunger that gnaws, the cold 
which kills; and in her weakness, stifled by the heavy 
weight at her heart, she ceased to struggle, and nothing 
wasJeft to her but the instinctive movement of preserva- 
tion, the desire of changing place, of sinking still deeper 
intq these bid stones, whenever a sadden gust made the 
snow whirl about her. 

Hour after hour passed. For a long time, between 
the divisions of this doable door, she leaned her back 
against the abutting pier, on whose column was a statue 
of Saint Agnes, the martyr of but thirteen years of age, 
a little girl like herself, who carried a branch of palm, 
and at whose feet was a lamb. And in the tympanum, 
above the lintel, the whole legend of the Virgin Child 
.betrothed to Jesus could be seen in high relief, set 
forth with a charming simplicify of fiiith. Her hair, 
which grew long and covered her like a garment when 
the Governor, whose son she had refused to many, gave 
her up to the soldiers ; the flames, of the funeral |nle, 
destined to destroy her, taming aside and burning Jier 
execntioners as soon as they ligEted the wood; the 
miracles* performed 1^ her rehes ,* Constancy-daughter 
of the Emperor, cured of leprosy ; md the qumnt story 
of q^'‘'of her painted images, whum, when the. pript - 
PouGbus offiked'it a very valuable, emerald ring, hm 
ontitsflnger, then withdrew it^ keeping the ring, whuh 
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can bo seen at this present day. At the top of the 
tympanam, in a halo of gloiy, Agnes is at last received 
into heaven, where her betrothed, Jesos, marries her, so 
yonng and so little, giving her the kiss of eternal 
happiness. 

But when the wind rushed through the street, the 
snow was blown in the child’s face, and the threshold 
was almost barred by the white masses ; then she moved 
away to the side, against the virgins placed above the. 
base of the arch. These are the companions of Agnes, 
the saints who served as her escort : three at her .jpght 
— Dorothea, who was fed in prison by miracnlons bread ; 
Barbe, who lived in a tower; and Genevieve, whose 
heroism saved Paris: and three at her left — ^Agatha, 
whose breast was tom ; Christina, who was pnt to tor* 
tore by her father ; and Cecilia, beloved by ^e angels. 

> Above these were statues and statues ; three close ranks 
mounting with the curves of the arches, decorating them 
with chaste triumphant figures, who, after the suffering 
and martyrdom of their earthly life, were welcomed by 
a host of winged chembim, transported with ecstasy into 
the Celestial Kingdom. 

There had been no shelter for the little waif for a long 
time, when at last, the clock struck eight and daylight 
came. The snow, had she not trampled it down, would 
have come to her shoulders. The old door behind her 
was cov^d with it, as if hung with ermine, and it 
' looked os rrhite as an altar, beneath the grey ftont di the 
chnrel^ so bare and smooth that not even a single flake 
dung to it. ^The great saintB, those of the doping 
^jnotfiioe e^cially, were cbtbed in it, and were glisten- ^ 
in pudty from their feet to thdr white beards. Still 
in t^ scenes the -tympanum, the outlinM of 

V*: . ■ • * B8 
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the liftle saints of the arches were designed most 
clearly on a dark background, and this magic effect con- 
tinued until the final rapture at the marriage of Agnes, 
which the archangels appeared to be celebrating under 
a shower of white roses. Standing upon her pillar, with 
her white branch of palm and her wliite lamb, the Virgin 
Child had such purity in the lines of her body of 
immaculate snow, that the motionless stiffness of cold 
seemed to congeal around her the mystic transports of 
victorious youth. And at her feet the other child, so 
miserable, white with snow — she also grew so stiff and pale 
that it seemed as if she were turning to stone, and could 
scarcely be distinguished from the great images above her* 
At last, in one of the long line of houses in which 
all seemed to be sleeping, the noise from the drawing 
up of a blind made her raise her eyes. It was at her 
right hand, in the second story of a house at the side of 
the Cathedral. A very handsome woman, a brunette 
abput forty years of age, with a placid expression of 
serenity, was just looking out from there, and in spite 
of the terrible frost she kept her uncovered arm in the 
air for a moment, having seen the child move. Her 
.calm fiice grow sad with pity and astonishment. Then, 
shivering, she hastily closed the window. She carried 
with her the rapid vision of a fair little creature with 
violet-coloured eyes under an head-covering of an old 
silk handkerchief. The face was oval, the neck long and 
slender as a lily, and the shoulders drooping; but she, 
was blue from cold, her little hands and feet w^re half 
dead, and the only thing about her th|t still showed li^. 
^ was the slight vapour of her breath. • 

The child remained with her eyes upturned, loo]qp||^ 
at the house mechanically. It was a narrow one, twjp 
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stories in height, very old, and evidently built towards 
the end of the fifteenth century. It was almost sealed 
to the side of the Cathedral, between two buttresses, 
like a wart which had pushed itself between the two 
toes of a Colossus. And thds supported on each side, 
it was admirably preserved, with its stone basement, its 
second story in wooden panels, ornamented with bricks, 
its roof, of which the framework advanced at least three 
feet beyond the gable, its turret for the projecting 
stairway at the left comer, where could still be seen in 
the httle window the leaden setting of long ago. At 
times repairs had been made on account of its age. 
The tile-roofing dated from the reign of Louis XIV., for 
one easily recognised the work of that epoch ; a dormer 
window pierced in the side of the turret, httle wooden 
frames replacing everywhere those of the primitive panes ; 
the three united openings of the second story had been 
reduced to two, that of the middle being closed up with 
bricks, thus giving to the fimit the symmetry of the 
other buildings on the street of a more recent date. 

In the basement the changes were equally visible, 
an oaken door with mouldings having taken the plac6 
of the old one with iron trimmings that was under the 
stairway ; and the great central arcade, of which the 
lower part, the sides, and the point had been plastered 
over, so as to leave only one rectangular opening, was 
now a species of large window, instead of the triple- 
pointed one which formerly came out on to the street. 

Withbut thinking, the child still looked at this 
venerable dwelling V a master-builder, so well preserved, 
and as she read upon a little yellow plate nailed at the 
lefts of the door these words, * Hubert, chasuble maker,’ 
printed in black letters, she was agiun attracted by the 
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Bound of tko opening of a shntter. This time it was the 
blind of the square window of the groand>floor. A man 
in his tiw looked out; his face was full, his nose 
aqniline, his forehead projecting, and his thi(^ short 
hair already white, althongh he was scarcely yet five- 
and-forty. He, too, forgot the tdr for a moment as he 
examined her with a sad wrinkle on his great tender 
month. Then she saw him, as he remained standing 
behind the little greenish-looking panes. He turned, 
beckoned to someone, and bis wife reappeared. How 
handsome she was! They both stood side by side,' 
looking at her earnestly and sadly. 

For four-hundred years, the line of Huberts, em- 
broiderers from father to son, had lived in this house. 
A noted maker of chasubles had built it under Louis XI., 
another had repaired it under Louis XIV., and the 
Hubert who now occupied it still embroidered church 
vestments, as his ancestors had always done. At twenty 
years of age he had fidlen in love with a young girl of 
sixteen, Hubertine, and so deep was their affsction for 
eodi other, th^t when her mother, widow of a magistrate, 
refused to give her consent to their union, they ran away 
together and were married. She was remarkably beanti- 
fhl, and that was their whole romance, their joy, and 
thmr misfortune. 

'When, a year later, she went to the deathbed of her 
mother, the latter disinherited her and gave her her 
curm.- So affected was she by the terrible scene', that 
her infont, bom soon after, died, and dnce thenit seenl^j 
as jf, even in her cofiSnin toe cemete^, toe witoil wdnr^ 
had never {)arto)ned her daughter, for it Was, alM |. A 
chll^ess household. After twenty-four yeart toej^'ii tflh 
toe UtUe one they lost. j. V ' 
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Disturbed by their looks, the stranger tried to hide 
herself behind die pillar of Saint Agnes. She was also 
annoyed by the morement which now commenced in 
the street, as the diops were being opened and people 
began to go out. The Bue des Orfbvres, which termi- 
nates at the side front of the church, would be almost 
impassable, blocked in as it is on one side by the house 
of the Huberts, if the Bue du Soleil, a narrow lane, did 
not relieve it on the other side by running the whole 
length of the Cathedral to the great front on the Place 
du Gloitre. At this hour there were few passers, except- 
ing one or two persons who were on their way to early 
service, and (key looked with surprise at the poor little 
girl, whom they did not recognise as ever having seen 
at Beaumont. The slow, persistent fall of snow oon- 
lintTed. The cold seemed to increase with the won day- 
light, and in the dull thickness of the great white shroud 
which coveted the town one heard, as if from a distance, 
the sound of voices. But timid, ashamed of her aban- 
donment, as if it were a fault, the child drew still 
fiuther back, when suddenly she recognised before her 
Hubertine, who, having no servant, had gone out to 
buy'bread. 

'What are you doing there, little one? Who are 
you?’ 

She did not answer, but hid her &ce. Then she 
was no longer conscious of suffering; her whole being 
seemed to have faded away, as if her heart, turned to 
ice, had stopped beating. * Whmi the good lady turned 
away with apityiaglod^she sank down upon her knees 
Qompletely eshansted, and slipped listlessly into (he 
snow, whose flakes quickly covered her. 

And the wmnan, as she returned with her ftedi 
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rolls, seeing that she had &llen, again appio^hed 
her. 

‘ Look up, my child ! Ton cannot remain here on 
this doorstep.’ 

Then Hubert, who had also come out, and was 
standing near the threshold, took the hread from his 
wife, and said : 

‘ Take her up and bring her into the house.’ 

Httbertine did not reply, but, stooping, lifted her in 
her strong ams. And the child shrank back no longer, 
but was carried as if inanimate ; her teeth closely set, 
her eyes shut, chilled through and through, and with 
the lightness of a little bird that has just fallen from its 
nest. 

They went in. Hubert shut the door, while Huber- 
tine, bearing her burden, passed through the front room, 
which served as a parlour, and where some embroidered 
bands were spread out for show before the great square 
window. Then she went into the kitchen, the old ser- 
vants’ hall, preserved almost intact, with its heavy 
beams, its flagstone floor mended in a dozen places, and 
its great fireplace with its stone mantelpiece. On 
shelves were the. utensils, the pots, kettles, and saucepans, 
that dated back one or two centuries ; and the dishes 
were of old stone, or earthenware, and of pewter. But 
on the middle of the hearth was a modem cooking-stove, 
a large cast-iron one, whose copper trimmings were 
wondrously bright. It was red from heat, and the water 
was bubbling away i# its boiler. A large povinger, 
filled with ooffee-and-milk, was on oneicomer of it. 

‘ Oh! how much more comfortable it is hoe thap. 
outside,’ said Hubert, as he put the bread down on n 
heavy table of the style of Louis which was in 
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tlie centre of the room. ‘ Now, seat this poor little 
creature near tbe stove tliat she may be thawed out ! ’ 

Hubertine had already placed the child close to the 
lire, and thoy both looked at her as she slowly regained 
consciousness. As the snow that covered her clothes 
melted it fell in heavy drops. Through the holes of her 
great shoes they could see her little bruised feet, whilst 
the thin woollen dress designed the rigidity of her 
limbs and her poor body, worn by misery and pain. 
She had a long attack of nervous trembling, and then 
opened her frightened eyes with the start of an animal 
which suddenly awakes from sleep to find itself caught 
in a snare. Her face seemed to sink away under the 
"silken rag which was tied under her chin. Her right 
arm appeared to be helpless, for she pressed it so closely 
to her breast. 

‘Do not be alarmed, for we will not hurt you. 
Where did you come from ? Who are you ? ’ 

But the more she was spoken to the more frightened 
she became, turning her head as if someone were behind 
her who would beat her. She examined the kitchen 
furtively, the flaggings, the beams, and the shining 
utensils ; then her glance passed through the irregular 
windows which wore left in the ancient opening, and 
she saw the garden clear to the trees by the Bishop’s 
house, whose white shadows towered above the wall at 
the end, while at the left, as if astonished at finding 
itself there, stretched along the whole length of the alley 
the Cathedral; with its Romaneill!|ue windows in the 
chapels of its apses. And again, from the heat of the 
stove which began to penetrate her, she had a long attack 
of diivering, after which she turned her eyes to the floor 
and remained quiet* 
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‘Do you belong to Beaumont? Wlio is* your 
father?’ 

She was so entirely silent that Hubert thought her 
throat must be too dry to allow her to speak. 

Instead of questioning her he said : ‘ We would do 
much better to give her a good cup of coffee as hot as 
she can drink it.* 

That was so reasonable that Hubertine immediately 
handed Her the cup she herself held. Whilst she cut 
two large slices of bread and buttered them, the child, 
still mistrustful, continned to shrink bac^; but her 
hunger was too great, and soon she ate and drank 
ravenously. That there need not be a restraint upon 
her, the husband and wife were silent, and were touched 
to tears on seeing her little hand tremble to such a 
degree that at times it was dif^cult for her to reach her 
mouth. She made use only of her left hand, for her 
right arm seemed to be fastened to her chest. When 
she hod finished, she almost broke the cup, which she 
caught agun by an awkward movement of her elbow. 

'Have you hurt your arm badly?’ Hubmiine 
asked. ‘Do not be afraid, my dear, but show it to 
me.’ 

But as she was about to toudi it the child rose i^p 
hastily, trying to prevent her, ahd as in the straggle 
she moved her arm, a little pasteboard-covered b^> 
which she had hidden under her dreps, dipped throngh 
a large tear in her waist. She tried to take it, apd when 
die saw hor unknown hosts open and begin to«read it, 
due denched her fist in anger, 

^ It was an official certificate, given by. the Adnfin^ 
tntion des En&nts Asdstos in the D^pwtment olihe 
Seine. On the first page, under a me^Uonopidiahti^ 
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a likeness of Saint Vincent de Fanl, were the printed 
|>rescribed forms. For the family name, a simplp black 
line filled the allotted space, lien for the Christian 
names were >those of Angeliqne Marie ; for the dates, 
bom January 22, 1851, admitted the 28rd of the 
same month under the registered number of 1,634. 
So there was neither father nor mother ; there were no 
papers ; not eren a statement of where she was bom ; 
nothing but this little book of official coldness, with its 
cover of pale red pasteboard. No relative in ^e world ! 
and even her abandonment numbered and classed ! ‘ 

* Oh ! then she is a foundling ! ' exclaimed 
Hubertine. 

In a paroxysm of rage the child replied: ‘I am 
much better than all the others — ^yes — yes! I am 
better, better, better. I have never taken anything 
that did not belong to me, and yet they stole all I had. 
Qive me back, now, that which you also have stolen from 
mol’ 

Such powerless passion, such pride to be above the 
others in goodness, so shook the body of the little girl, 
that the Huberts were startled. They no longer recog* 
niped the blonde creature, with violet eyes and graceful 
figure. Now her eyes were black, her face dark, and 
l^r neck seemed swollen by a rush of blood to it. Since 
she had become warm, she raised her head and hissed 
like a serpent that had been picked up on the snow. . 

* Are yon then really so naughty? ’ asked Hubert , 
i^tly^ *if we wish to knowall about you, it is because 
we wish to helpi'^bu.’ . . 

' And koUhg over theshoulders of his wife he read 
as i&e latter turned the leaves (A the litUe book. On 
seocud page was name of the nprse. ' The child,. ' 
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Angeliqne Marie, had been given, on January 25, 1851, 
to the nurse, Fran^oise, sister of Mr. Hamelin, a farmer, 
by profession, living in the parish of Soulanges, an 
.arrondissement of Nevers. The aforesaid nurse had 
received on her departure the pay for the first month 
of her care, in addition to her clothing.’ Then there 
was a certificate of her baptism, signed by the chaplain 
of the Asylum for Abandoned Children; also that of 
the physician on the arrival and on the departure of the 
infant. The monthly accounts, paid in quarterly in- 
stalments, filled farther on the columns of four pages, 
and each time there was the illegible signature of the 
receiver or collector. 

‘What! Nevers!’ asked Hnbertine. ‘You were 
brought up near Nevers ? ’ 

Angelique, red with anger that she could not prevent 
them from reading, had fallen into a sullen silence. But 
at last she opened her mouth to speak of her nurse. 

‘Ah! you may be sure that Maman Nini would 
have beaten yon. She always took my part against 
others, she did, although sometimes she struck me 
herself. Ah ! it is true I was not so unhappy over 
there, with the cattle and all ! ’ 

Her voice choked her and she continued, in broken, 
incoherent sentences, to speak of the meadow where she 
drove the great red cow, of the broad road where she 
played, of the cakes they cooked, and of a pet house-dog 
that had once bitten her. 

Hubert interrupted her as he read aloud: ‘in case 
of illness, or of b^ treatment, the superintendent* is 
authorised to change the nurses of the cUldren.* Below 
it was written riiot the child Angelique Marie had been 
given on ^une 20 to the ci^ of Theresa, wife .of Louis 
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Franchomme, both of them makers of artificial flowers 
in Paris. 

‘ Ah ! I understand/ said Hubertiue. ‘ You were 
ill, and so they took you back to Paris.’ 

But no, that was not the case, and the Huberts did 
not know the whole history until they had drawn it, 
little by little, from Angelique. Louis Pranchomme, 
who was a cousin of Maman Nini, went to pass a month 
in his native village when recovering from a fever. It 
ivas then that his wife, Theresa, became very fond of the 
child, and obtained permission to talre her to Paris, 
where she could be taught the trade of making flowers. 
Three months later her husband died, and she herself, 
being delicate in health, was obliged to leave the city 
and to go to her brother’s, the tanner Babier, who was 
settled at Beaumont. She, alas ! died in the early days 
of December, and confided to her sister-in-law the little 
girl, who since that time had been injured, beaten, and, 
in short, suflered martyrdom. 

‘ The Babiers ? ’ said Hubert. ‘ The Babiers ? Yes, 
yes ! They are tanners on the banks of the Ligneul, in 
the lower town. The husband is lame, .and the wife is 
a noted scold.’ 

^ They treated me as if I came from the gutter,’ con- 
tinued Angelique, revolted and enraged in her mortified 
pride. ‘ They said the river was the best place for me. 
After she had beaten me nearly to death, the woman 
would put something on the floor for me to eat, as if I 
were a (jat, and many a time I went to bed suffering 
from' hanger. OhJ I could have 'killed myself at last ! ’ 
She made a gesture of furioas despair. 

^Yesterday, Christmas morning, they had been 
drinking, and,, to amuse themselves, they threatened to 
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put ont my eyes. Then, after a while, they began to 
-fight with each other, and dealt each heavy blows that 
1 thought they were dead, as they both fell on the floor 
of their room. For a long time I had determined to 
ran away. But 1 was anxious to have my, book. 
Maman Nini had often stud, in showing it to me: “Look, 
this is all that you own, and if you do not keep this you 
will not even have a name.” And I know that since the 
death of Maman Theresa they had hid it in one of the 
bureau drawers. So stepping over them as quietly as 
possible, while they were lying on the floor, I got the 
book, hid it under my dress-waist, pressing it against 
me with my arm. It seemed so large that. I fancied 
everyone must see it, and that it would be taken from 
me. Oh ! I ran, and ran, and ran, and when night came 
it was so dark I Oh ! how cold 1 was under the poor 
shelter of that great door ! Oh dear ! I was so cold, it 
seemed as if 1 were dead. But never mind now, for I 
did not once let go of my book, and' here it is.’ And 
with a sadden movement, as the Huberts closed it to 
give it back to her, she snatched it from them. ' Then, 
' sitting down, she put her head on the table, sobbing 
deeply as she laid her cheek on the fight red cover. 
Her pride seemed conquered by an intense humility. 
Her whole being appeared to be softened by the sight 
’’of these few' leaves with their rumpled corners— her 
Bolitaiy possession, her one treasure, and the only tie 
which connected her with the fife of this' world. She 
could not relief her heart of hor gmt dem^ ; her 
tears flovred otmtinually, and under ^his compete sur- 
^deer of hersdTshe regained her delicate looks and 
.i becanMijgaiB a pretty child.' Her sU|^tly oval ^ was 
]KU» {h its odtlues, her viofet eyes were made a Uttle 
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.paler from emotion, and the curve of her neck and 
dionlders made her resemble a little vii^gin on a church 
window. At length she seized the hand of Hubertine, 
pressed it. to her lips most caressingly, and kissed it 
passionately. 

The Huberts were deeply touched, and could scarcely 
speak. They stammered : ‘ Dear, dear child ! ’ 

She was not, then, in reality bad ! Perhaps with 
affectionate care she could be corrected of this violence 
of temper which had so alarmed them. 

In a tone of entreaty tlie poor child exclaimed: 
‘ Do not send me back to those dreadful people ! Oh, 
do not send me back again ! ’ 

The husband and wife looked at each other for a 
few moments. In fact, since the autumn they had 
planned taking as an apprentice some youpg girl.who 
would live with them, and thus bring a little brightness 
into their house, which seemed so dull without children. 
And their decision was soon made. 

' Would you like it, my dear ? ’ Hubert asked. 

Hubertine replied quietly, in her calm voice: 'I 
would indeed.’. 

Immediately, they occupied themselves with the 
necessary formalities. The husband went to the J ustice 
of Peace of the northern district of Beaumont, who was 
cousin to his. wife, the only relative with whom she had 
kq>t up an acquaintance, and told him all the facts of 
the cose. He took charge of it, wrote to the Hospice 
of Al^doned Ghildr^-7-where, thanlie to ^e registered 
nnm^. Angelic^ was easily recognised — and obtained 
peroiiadoin to her to ! remain as apprentice with the 
Huberts, who were well known to their honourable 
position. 
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The Sub-Iuspector of the Hospice, on coining to 
verify the little book, signed the new contract as witness 
for Hubert, by which the latter promised to treat the 
child kindly, to keep her tidy, to send her to school and 
to church, and to give her a good bed to herself. On 
the other side, the Administration agreed to pay him 
all indemnities, and to give the child certain stipulated 
articles of clothing, as was their custom. 

In ten days all was arranged. Angelique slept up-, 
stairs in a room under the roof, by the side of the gaiTet, 
and the window of which overlooked the garden. She 
had already taken her first lessons in embroidery. The 
first Sunday morning after she was in her new home, 
before going to mass, Huberiine opened before her the 
old chest in the working-room, where she kept the fine 
gold thread. She held up the little book, then, placing 
it in the back part of one of the drawers, said : ‘ Look ! 
I have put it here. I will not hide it, but leave it 
where you can take it if you ever wish to do so. It 
is best that you should see it, and remember where 
it is.’ 

On entering the church that day, Angelique found 
herself again under the doorway of Saint Agnes. During 
the week there had been a partial thaw, then the cold 
weather had returned to so ihtense a degree that the 
snow which had half melted on the statues had con- 
gealed itself in large bunches or in icicles. Now, the 
figures seemed dressed in transparent robes of ice, with 
lace trimmings litii^ spun glass. Dorothea wa^olding 
a torch, the liquid droppings of which fell upon her 
hands. Cecilia wore a silver crown, in which glistened 
the most brilliant of pearls. Agatha’s node chest was 
prptectedby a crystal armour. , And the scenes in the 
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tympanum, tlie little virgins in the arches, looked as if 
they had been there for centuries, behind the glass and 
jewels of the shrine of a saint. Agnes herself let trail 
behind her her court mantle, threaded with light and 
embroidered with stars. Her Iamb had a fleece of 
diamonds, and her palm-branch had become the colour 
of heaven. The whole door was resplendent in the 
purity of intense cold. 

Angelique recollected the night she had passed 
there under the protection of these saints. She raised 
her head and smiled upon them. 
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OnAPTER II 

BKADMO^'T is composed of two .villages, completely 
separated and quite distinct one from the other — 
Beanmont-l’^glise, on the hill, with its old Cathedral 
of the twelfth century, its Bishop’s Palace which dates 
only from the seventeenth century, its inhabitants, 
scarcely one thousand in number, who ore crowded 
together in an almost stifling way in its narrow stareets ; 
and Beaumont*la-Yille, at. the foot of the hill, on tiie 
banks of the Ligneul, an ancient suburb, whidi the 
success of its manufactories of lace and of fine cambric 
has enriched and enlarged to such an extent that it 
has a population of nearly ten thousand persons, several 
public squares, and an elegant Bab<prefectnre built in 
the modem style. . These two divisions, the northmm 
district and the southern district, have thus no lon^r 
anything in common except in on administrative wi^. 
Although scarcely thirty leagues from Paris, where one 
can go by mil in two hours, Beaumont-l’^glise seems 
to be still immured in its old ramparts, of whiidi,.how« 
ever, only threfi gates remam. A stationary^ peculiar 
dass-cf people lead there a. life sunilar to that whmh- 
Aeir oncestom .had led from father to son dmingf the 
past five hundred years. 

.^^6 ^thedral exploms everyt)iinE, bos given 
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to and preserved eveiything. It is the mother, the 
qaeen, as it rises in all its majestf in the centre of, and 
above, the little collection of low honses, which, like 
shivering birds, are sheltered under her wings of stone. 
One lives there simply for it, and only by it. There is 
no movement of business activity, and the little trades- 
men only sell the necessities of life, such as are abso- 
lutely required to feed, to cloth^ and to maintain the 
church and its clergy; and if occasionally one meets 
some private individuals, they are merely the last re- 
presentatives of a scattered crowd of wor^ppers. The 
. church dominates all ; each street is one of its veins ; 
the town has no other breath than its own. On that 
account, this spirit of another age, this religious torpor 
from the past, makes the cloistered city which sur- 
rounds it redolent with a savoury perfume of peace 
and of Mth. 

And in all this mystic place, the house of the 
Huberts, where Angelique was to live in the future, 
was the one nearest to the Cathedral, and which clung 
to it as if in reality it were a part thereof. The per^ 
mission to build there, between two the great 
buttresses, must have been given by some vicar long 
ago, who was desirous of attaching to himself the 
ajjcestors of this line of embroiderers, as master chasuble- 
makers and fumishers ibr the Cathedral clergy. On the 
isoothern side,’ the jmrrow garden was barred by the 
- cdbsnil' building ; firsts the dreumference of the side 
chap^;ttrh6se' windows overlooked thd' flower-beds, and 
' ^mx 'the dender^hnig nav^ that the flying buttresses 
.sni>{iiorted, ‘and afterwards -the high roof covered i^th 

to- the lower part of this. 

es • ' 




20 


THE DREAA\f 


garden, where ivy and box alone grew luxuriantly ; yet 
the eternal shadow there was very soft and pleasant as 
it fell from the gigantic brow of the apse — a religious 
shadow, sepulchral and pure, which had a good odour 
about it. In the greenish half-light of its calm freshness, 
the two towers let fall only the sound of their chimes. 
But the entire house kept the quivering therefrom, 
sealed as it was to these old stones, melted into them and 
supported by them. It trembled at the least of the 
ceremonies ; at the High Mass, the rumbling of the organ, 
the voices of the choristers, even the oppressed sighs of 
the worshippers, murmured through each one of its 
rooms, lulled it as if ivith a holy breath from the Invisible, 
and at times through the half-cuol walls seemed to 
come the vapours from the burning incense. 

For five years Angelique lived and grew there, as if 
in a cloister, far away from the world. She only went out 
to attend the seven-o’clock Mass on Sunday mornings, 
as Hubertine had obtained permission for her to study 
at home, fearing that, if sent to school, she might not 
always have the best of associates. This old dwelling, 
so shut in, with its garden of a dead quiet, was her world. 
She occupied as her chamber a little whitewashed room 
under the roof; she went down in the morning to her 
breakfast in the kitchen, she went up again to the 
working-room in the second story to her embroidery. 
‘And these places, with the turning stone stairway of the^ 
turret, were the only comers in which she passed her 
time ; for she never went into the Huberts’ apff^ments, 
and only crossed the parlour on the |brst fiopr, th^ 
were the two rooms which had been rejuvenated and 
modemised. In the parlour, the beams were plastered 
ovev, tmd the ceiling had been jdfSQl^ted with a palni- 
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leaf comice, accompanied by a rose centre ; the wall- 
paper dated from the First Empire, as well as the white 
marble chimney-piece and the mahogany furniture, whidi 
consisted of a sofa and four armchairs covered with 
Utrecht velvet, a centre table, and a cabinet. . 

On the rare occasions when she went there, to add to 
the articles exposed for sale some new bands of em- 
broidery, if she cast her eyes without, she saw through 
the window the same unchanging vista, the narrow street 
ending at the portal of. Saint Agnes ; a parishioner 
pushing open the little lower door, which shut itself 
without any noise, and the shops of the plate-worker 
and wax-candle-maker opposite, which appeared to be 
always empty, but where was a good display of holy 
sacramental vessels, and long lines of great church tapers. 
And the cloistral calm of all Beaumont-rllJgUse — of the 
Rue Magloire, back of the Bishop’s Palace, of the Grande 
Rue, where the Rue des Orftvres began, and of the 
Place du Oloitre, where rose up the two towers, was felt 
in the drowsy air, and seemed to fall gently with the 
pale daylight on the deserted pavement. 

Hubertine had taken upon herself the charge of the 
education of Angeliqne. Moreover, she was very old- 
fashioned in her ideas, and maintained that a woman 
knew enough if she could read well, write correctly, and 
had studied thoroughly the first four rules of arithmetic. 
But even for this limited instruction she had constantly 
ta contend with an unwillingness on the part of her 
pupil, viijio, instead of giving her attention to her books, 
preferred looking out of the windows, although the 
recreation was very limited, as she could see nothing but 
the garden from them. In reality, Angelique cared 
only for reading; notwithstanding in her dotations, 
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chosen from some classic \mter, she never sncceeded in 
spelling a page correctly, .yet her handwriting was ex- 
ceedingly pretty, graceful, and bold, one of those ir- 
regular styles which were quite the fashion long ago. 
As for other studies, of geography and history and 
cyphering, she was almost completely ignorant of them. 
Whatgood would knowledge ever do her ? It was really 
useless, she thought. Later on, when it was time for 
her to be Confirmed, idie learned her Catechism word for 
word, and with so fervent an ardour that she astonished 
eveiyone by the exactitude of her memory. 

Notwithstanding their gentleness, during the first 
year the Huberts were often discouraged. Angelique, 
who promised to be skilful in embroidering, disconcerted 
them by sudden changes to inexpUcable idleness after 
days of praiseworthy application. She was capricious, 
seemed to iose her strength, became greedy, would steal 
sugar to. eat when alone, and her cheeks were flushed and 
her eyes looked wearied under their reddened lids. If 
reproved, she would reply with a flood of injurious words. 
Some days, when .they wished to try to subdue her, her 
foolish pride at being interfered wi^ would throw her 
into such serious attacks that she would strike her feet 
and her hands together, and seemed ready to tear her 
clothing, or to bite anyone^ who approached her. At 
such moments they drew away from her, for sb^ wm 
like a little monster ruled by the evil spirit within 
her. 

Who could she be? Where did she come f^mP 
Almost always these abandoned childry are the^fispring 
of vice. Tvnee they had resolved to give her up luxd 
sepd her back to the Asylum, so discouraged were they 
and so deeper ^ f'hey regret havbg taken her, ^ut 




Menial labour was imposed upon her. 
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eaidi tiiM these frightful sceaes, which almost made the 
house tiemlde^j^ded in the same deluge of> tears, and 
tire sanie exiut^ expreanons and acts of penitence, when 
the child would throw herself on the floor, begging them 
so earnestly to punish Jier. that they were, obliged to 
forgive, her. 

Little by little, Hubertine gained great authority 
over her. She was peculiarly adapted for such a task, 
with her kind heart, her gentle -firmness, her common- 
sense and her uniform temper. She taught her the duty 
of obedience, and the sin of pride and of passion. Toobey 
was to live. We must, obey God, our parents, and our 
snperiors. There was a whole hierarchy of respect, 
ontside of which existence was unrestouned and dis- 


orderly. So, after each fit of possioa, that she might 
learn humility, some menial labour was imposed upon 
her'aa a penance, such as washing ^e coOking-utensils, 
or wiping up the Mtchen floor ; and, until it was finished, 
she wtmld remain stocking over her work, earaged at 
first, but oonqam«d.at last. 

With the litUe girl excess seemed to be a marked 
choraoteriatao in eveiytlung, even in her caresses. Many 
- ti^es Hubertine had seen' ber kissing her lumds with 


yehemence. She would often be in a fever of ecstasy 

-i^hich ^ had cojjectiU ; and one evening she was found 
. ^^,haifi>fidhting ttak>, .Wiith her head upon ^ the tabto, ; 
; ^^ h6r: .^ of the hnsgi^ > 

:;1il^|tertiM|<^nfii^^ was a tc^ble scene 

if 1^ hers^ tcotur^ .:. 

wat^Idv^ atrictiy, to 
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ber eyes dork, and she had nervous tremblings, 
everything was immediately made quiet about, her. 

Moreover, Hubertine had found an unexpected aid 
in the book given by the Society for the Protection of 
Abandoned Children. Every three months, when the 
collector signed it, Angelfque was very low-spirited for 
the rest of the day. If by chance she saw it when she 
went to the drawer for a ball of gold thread, her heart 
seemed pierced with agony. And one day, when in a 
fit of uncontrollable fury, which nothing had been able 
to conquer, she turned over the contents of the drawer, 
she suddenly appeared as if thunderstruck before the 
red-covered book. Her sobs stifled her. She threw 
herself at the feet of the Huberts in great humility, 
stammering that they had made a mistake at giving her 
shelter, and that she was not worthy of all their kindness. 
From that time her anger was frequently restrained by 
the sight or the mention of the book. 

In this way Angelique lived until she was twelve 
years of age and ready to be Confirmed. The calm life 
of the household, the little old-fashioned building sleeping 
under the shadow ofthe.Cathedra1,perfumedwithincense, 
and penetrated with religious music, favoured the slow 
"^ amelioration of this untutored nature, this wild flower, 
ta^en from no one knew where, and transplanted in the 
mystic soil of the narrow garden. Added to this was 
the regularity of her daily work and the utter ignorance 
of what was going on in the world, without even an echo 
from a sleepy quarter penetrating therein. 

But, above all, the gentlest influence came^from the 
great love of the Huberts for each other, which seemed 
to be enlarged by some unknown, incurable remorse. 
He passed the days in endeavouring to make his wife 
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forget the iojury he had done her in marrying her in 
spite of the opposition of her mother. He Jbard realised 
at the death of their child that she half accused him of 
this punishment, and he wished to be forgiven. She 
had done so years ago, and now she idolised him. 
Sometimes he was not sure of it, and this doubt saddened 
his life. He wished they might have had another infant, 
and so feel assured that- the obstinate mother had been 
softened after death, and had withdrawn her malediction. 
That, in fact, was their united desire — a child of pardon ; 
and he worshipped his wife with a tender love, ardent 
and pure as that of a betrothed. If before the apprentice, 
he did not even kiss her hand, he never entered their 
chamber, even after twenty years of marriage, without 
an emotion of gratitude for all the happiness that had 
been given him. This was their true home, this, room 
with its tinted paintings, its blue wall-paper, its pretty 
hangings, and its walnut furniture. Never was an 
angiy word uttered therein, and, as if from a sanctuary, 
a sentiment of tenderness went out from its occupants, 
and filled the house. It was thus for Angelique an 
atmosphere of affection and love, in which she grew and 
thrived. 

An unexpected event finished .the work of forming 
her character. As she was rummaging one morning in 
a comer of the working-room, she found on a shelf, 
among implements of embroidery which were no longer 
used, a very old copy of the * Golden Legend,’ by Jacques 
de Yoragine. This French translation, dating from 
1549^ must have b^n bought in the long ago by some 
master-workman in church vestments, on account of the 
pictures, full of useful information upon the Saints. It 
was a great while since Angelique had given any 
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attention to the little old carved -images, showing snch 
childlike faith, which had once delighted her. Bat now, 
as soon as she was allowed to go oat and play in the 
garden, die took the book with her. It had been 
raboond in yellow calf, and was in a good condition. 
She slowly tamed over some of the leaves, then looked 
at the title-page, in red and black, with the addresa of 
the bookseller : ‘ & Paris, en la rae Neafre No8tre*Dame, 
& I’enseigne Sunt Jehan Baptiste ; * and decorated with 
medallions of the fbor Evangelists, framed at the 
bottom 1^ the Adoration of the Three Magi, and at the 
top by the Triamph of Jesas Christ, and His resnrrection. 
And then pictore after pictare followed; there. were 
ornamented letters, large and small, engravings in the 
text and at the heading of the chapters ; ‘The Annuncia- 
tion,’, on immense angel mandating with rays of light a 
alight, delicate-looking Mary; ‘The Massacre of the 
Innocents,’ where a cruel Herod was seen suiroandedby 
dead bodies of dear little children; ‘The Nativity,’ 
where Saint Joseph -is holding a candle, the light of 
which faUs upon the face of the Infant Jesas, Who sleeps 
in His mother’s arms ; Saint John tiie Almoner, giving 
to the poor; Saint Matthias,. breaking an idol; Saint 
Nicholas as a bishop, having at his right hand a little 
backet filled with babies. And then, a little farther 
on, come the female saints: Agnes, with her nM^ 
pierced by a sword; Christina, tom by pinmrs;. 
Henevieve, followed by her lambs; Joliana, being 
whipped; Anastasia, burnt; Maria the EgypUm, 
repenting in the desert; Mary o^ Magdafrne, <wiyh 
log vase of preoions ointment; and others. a^ 
still oth^ fallowed. There was an increasing .tenor. 
1 ^ a piety in each one of them, making it a histo^ 
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which weighs upoa the heart and fills the eyes with 
teafs^ . . 

Bat, little by little, Angeliqne was carioas to know 
eicactly what these engravmgs represented. The two 
colnmns of closely-printed tect, the impression of which 
remained very black upon the papers yellowed by time, 
frightened her by the strange, almost barbaric look of 
the Gbthio letters. Still, she accustomed herself to it, 
deciphered these characters, learned the abbreviations 
and the contractions, and soon, knew how to explain the 
taming of the phrases and the old-fashioned words. 
At last she could read it easily, and was os enchanted 
as if she were penetrating a mystery, and she triumphed 
over each new difficulty that iffie conquered. 

Under these laborious shades a whole world of light 
revealed itself. She entered, as it were, into a celestial 
splendour. For now the few classic books they owned, 
so coU and dry, existed no longer. The Legend alone 
interested her. She bent over it, with her forehead 
resting on her hands, studying it so intently, that she 
no loi^^er lived in the real life, but, nnconscioas.of time, 
she seemed to see, mounting from the depths of the 
unknown, the broad expansion of a dream. 

How wonderful it all was! These saints and virgins! 
They are bom predestined; solemn voices announce 
their coming, and their mothers have marvellous dreams 
about them. All ore beautiful, strmig, and victorions. 
Ghe^t lights surround &em, and their countenances are 
respondent. Dominic has a star on his forehead. 
Ihey read the mind^of men and repeat their thoughts 
alqi^: ' Th^ have the gift of' prophecy, and their pre- 
ffiothms ato’always rsoli^. Their number is infinite. 
Annmg them are bishops and monlos, riigins and follen 
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women, beggars and nobles of a royal race, unclothed 
hermits who live on roots, and old men who inhabit 
caverns with goats. Their history is always the same. 
They grow up for Christ, believe fervently in Him, 
refuse to sacrifice to false gods, are tortured, and die filled 
with glory. Emperors were at last weary of persecuting 
them. Andrew, after being attached to the cross, 
preached during two days to twenty thousand persons. 
Conversions were made in masses, forty thousand men 
being baptised at one time. When the multitudes 
were not converted by the miracles, they fled terrified. 
The saints were accused of sorcery ; enigmas were pro- 
posed to them, which they solved at once ; they were 
obliged to dispute questions with learned men, who 
remained speechless before them. As soon as they 
entered the temples of sacrifice the idols were over- 
thrown with a breath, and were broken to pieces. A 
virgin tied her sash around the neck of a statue of 
Venus, which at once fell in powder. The earth 
trembled. The Temple of Diana was struck by light- 
ning and destroyed; and the people revolting, civil 
wars ensued. Then often the executioners asked to be 
baptised ; kings knelt at the feet of saints in rags who 
had devoted themselves to poverty. Sabina flees from 
the paternal roof. Paula abandons her five children. 
Mortifications of the flesh and fasts purify, not oil or 
water. ■ Germanus covers his food with ashes. Bernard 
cares not to eat, but delights only in the taste of fresh 
water. Agatha keeps for three years a pebble im her 
mouth. Augustinus is in despigr for the sin he has 
committed in turning to look after a dog who was run-, 
ing. Prosperity and health are despised, and joy begins 
yrith privations which kill the body, ^ And it is thus 
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that, sohdoing all things, they live at last in gardens 
where the flowers are stars, and where the leaves of the 
trees sing. They exterminate dragons, they raise and 
appease tempests, they seem in their ecstatic visions, to 
be borne above the earth. Their wants are provided 
for while living, and after their death friends are advi^ 
by dreams to go and bury them. Extraordinary things 
happen to them, and adventures far more marvellous 
than those in a work of fiction. And when their tombs 
are opened after hundreds of years, sweet odours escape 
there^m. 

Then, opposite the saints, behold the evil spirits! 

* They often fly about us like insects, and fill the 
air without number. The air is also full of demons, as 
the rays of the sun are full of atoms. It is even like 
powder.’ And the eternal contest begins. The saints 
are always victorious, and yet they are constantly obliged 
to renew the battle. The more the demons are driven 
away, the more they return. There were counted six 
thousand six hundred and sixty-six in the body of a 
woman whom Fortunatus delivered. They moved, they 
talked and cried, by the voice of the person possessed, 
whose body th^ shook as if by a tempest. At each 
comer of the highways an afilicted one is seen, and the 
first saint who passes contends with the evil spirits. 
They enter by the eyes, the ears, and by the month, 
and, after days of fearful struggling, they go out with 
loud gioanings. Basilus, to save a young man, contends 
peiBOnally v^th the Evil One. Macarius was attacked 
when in a cemeteriT) passed a whole night in 
defending himself. The angels, even at deathb^s, in 
order to secure the soul of the dying were obliged to 
beat the demons. A.t other times the contests are 
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only of the intellect and the mind, bnt are equally re> 
mafkable. Satan, who prowls about, assumes many 
forms, sometimes disguising himself as a woman, and 
again, even as a saint. But, once orerthrown, he appears 
in all his ugliness : ‘ a black cat, larger than a dog, his 
huge ^es emitting flame, his tcmgue long, large, and 
bloody, his tail twisted and raised in the air, and his 
whole body disgusting to the last degree.’ He is the 
one thing that is hated, and the only preoccupation. 
People fear him, yet ridicule him. One is not even 
jhonest with him. In reality, notwithstanding the 
ferocious appearance of his fnmaces, he is the eternal 
dupe. All the treaties he makes are forced from him 
by violence or cunning. Feeble women throw him 
down : Margaret crushes his head mth her feet, and 
Juliana beats him with her chain. From all this a 
serenity disengages itself, a disdain of evil, sinoe it is 
powerless, and a certainty of good, since virtue triumphs. 
It is only necessary to cross one’s self, and the Devil can 
do no harm, but yells and disappears, while the infernal 
regions tremble. 

Then, in this combat of legions of saints against 
Satan are developed the fearful sufferings from pwsecn- 
tion. The executioners expose to the flies the martyrs 
whose bodies are covered with honey ; they make them 
walk, witii bare feet over broken glass or red<hot coals ; 
put them in ditches with reptiles; chastise them with 
^hips, whose thongs are weighted with leaden balls; 
n^ them when alive in coffins, which they throw into 
the sea ; hang ^m' by their hairy and then set flte -to 
them; moisten their wounds' with quicklime, -b ofling 
pitch, or niolten: lead ; make thmn sit on jreai 

stools; bulb their sides with. tarches; . break 
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bones on wheels, and torture them in every conceivable 
way. And, with all this, physical pain coants for 
nothing; indeed, it seems to be desired. Moreover, a 
continual miracle protects them. John drinks poison 
but is unharmed. Sebastian smiles although pierced 
with arrows ; sometimes they remain in the air at the 
right or left of the martyr, or, launched by the archer, 
they return upon himself and put out his eyes. Molten 
lead is swallowed as if it were ice-water. Lions pros- 
trate themselves, and lick their hands as gently as 
4ambs. The gridiron of Saint Lawrence is of an agree- 
able freshness to him. He cries, ‘ Unhappy man, you 
have roasted one side, turn the other and then eat, for 
it is sufficiently cooked.’ Cecilia, placed in a boiling 
bath, is refreshed by it. Christina exhorts those who 
would torture her. Her father had her whipped by 
twelve inen, who at last drop from fatigue; she is 
then attached to a wheel, under which a fire is kindled, 
and the flame, tnriiing to one side, devours fifteen hun* 
dred. persons. She is then thrown into the sea, but the 
angels support her; Jesus comes to baptise her in per- 
son, ;then gives her to the charge of Saint Michael, that 
he* may conduct her back to the earth ; after that she 
is placed for five days in a heated oven, where she 
sufi&rs not, but sings constantly. Vincent, who was ex- 
posed to still greater tortures, feels them not. His 
limbs are broken, he is covered with red-hot irons, he is 
pricked with needles, he is placed on a brazier of live 
coals, and then tfikeft ba<^ to prison, where his feet are 
nailed to a post. Jet he still lives, and his pains are 
^changed into a. sweetness of flowers, a great light fills 
‘ hb d with him, giving him rest 

: if he were on a bed of roses. . Hie sweet sonnd of 
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Binging and the fresh odour of flowers spread without in 
the room, and when the guards saw the miracle they 
were converted to the faith, and when Dacian heard of 
it, he was greatly enraged, and said, ‘ Do nothing more 
to him, for we are conquered.’ Such was the excitement 
among the persecutors, it could only end either by their 
conversion or by their death. Their hands are paralysed ; 
they perish violently ; they are choked by fish-bones ; 
they are struck by lightning, and their chariots are 
broken. In the meanwhile, the cells of the martyrs are 
resplendent. Mary and the Apostles enter them at will, 
although the doors arc bolted. " Constant aid is given, 
apparitions descend from the skies, where angels are 
waiting, holding crowns of precious stones. Since 
death seems joyous, it is not feared, and their friends are 
glad when they succumb to it. On Mount Ararat 
ten thousand are crucified, and at Cologne eleven thou- 
sand virgins are massacred by the Huns. In the cir- 
cuses they are devoured by wild beasts. Quirique, whp, 
by the influence of the Holy Spirit, taught like a man, 
suffered martyrdom when but three years of age. 
Nursing-children reproved the executioners. The hope 
for celestial happiness deadened I/he physical senses and 
softened pain. Were they ^ jw to pieces, or burnt, they 
minded it not. They never yielded, and they called for 
the sword, which alone could kill them. Eulalia, when 
at the stake, breathes the flame that she may die the 
more quickly. Her prayer is granted, and a white dove 
flies from her mouth and bears her soul to heaven. 

Angelique marvelled greatly at all these accounts. 
So many abominations and sudi triumphant joy de- 
lighted her and carried her out of herself. 

But other points in this Legend, of quite a dijSerenfe 
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nature, also interested her ; the animals, for instance, of 
which there were enough to fill an Ark of Noah. . She 
liked the ravens and the eagles who fed the hermits. 

Then what lovely stories there were about the lions. 
The serviceable one who found a resting-place in a field 
for Mary the Egyptian ; the flaming lion who protected 
virgins or maidens in danger; and then the lion of 
Saint Jerome, to whose care an ass had been confided, 
and, when the animal was stolen, went in search of him 
and brought him back. There was also the penitent 
wolf, who had restored a little pig be had intended eat- 
ing. Then there was Bernard, who excommunicates 
the flies, and they drop dead. Bemi and Blaise feed 
birds at the.r table, bless them, and make them strong. 
Francis, * filled with a dove-like simplicity,’ preaches to 
them, and exhorts them to love God. A bird was on a 
branch of a fig-f *ee, and Francis, holding out his hand^ 
beckoned to it, and sod it ooeyed, and lighted on his 
hand. And ho said to it, ^ Sing, my sister, and praise 
the tiOrd.’ And immediately the bird began to sing, 
and did not go away until it was told to do so. 

All this was a continual source of recreation to 
Angelique, and gave her the idea of calling to the 
swallows, and hoping they might come to her. 

Afterwards, there were certain accounts which she 
could not re-read without almost feeling ill, so much 
did she laugh. 

The good giant Christopher, who carried the Infant 
Christ on his shoulders, delighted her so much as to 
bring tears to h<3r 

She was very merry over the misadventures of a 
certain- Governor . with the three chambermaids of 
Anastasia, whom he hoped to have found in the kitchen, 

^ ‘ " - D 
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wberd lie kissed stove and the kettles, thinking he 
was embracing them. ‘He went out therefrom very 
black and ngly, and his clothes quite smutched. And 
when his servants, who were waiting, saw him in such a 
state, they thought he was the Devil. Then they beat 
him with birch-rods, and, running away, left him alone. 

But that which convulsed her most with laughter, 
was the account of the blows given to the Evil One 
himself, especially when Juliana, having been tempted 
by him' in her prison cell, administered such an extra* 
ordinary chastisement with her chain. ‘ Then^ the 
Provost commanded that Juliana should be brought 
before him.; and when she came into his presence, she 
was drawing the Devil after her, and he cried out, say- 
ing, “ My good lady Juliana, do not hurt me any more !” . 
She led him in this way around the public square, and 
afterwards threw him into a deep ditch.’ 

Often Angelique would repeat to the Huberts, as 
they were all at work together, legends far more 
interesting thon any fairy-tale. She had read them over 
so often that she knew them by heart, and she told in a 
charming way the ^ory of the Seven Sleepers, who, to 
escape persecution, walled themselves up in a cavern, 
where they slept three hundred and seventy-seven years^ 
and whose awakening greatly astonished the Emperor 
Theodosius. Then the Legend of Saint Clement 
its endless adventures, so unexpected and touching, 
wliere the whole family, &ther, mother, and thre^ soms, 
separated by terrible misfortunes, are finally le-united 
in the midst of the most beautiful aniracles. 

Her tears would flow at these recitals. She dreamed 
of them at night, she lived, as it were, only in thktra^o 
Md tnomphant world of prodigy, in a supem'ieAund 
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country' where all virtues are lecomponscd by all 
imaginable joys. 

When Angelique partook of her fii*st Communion, it 
seemed as if she were walking, like the saints, a little 
above the earth. She was a young Christian of the 
primitive Church ; she gave herself into the hands of 
God, having learned from her book that she could not 
be saved without grace. 

The Huberts were simple in their profession of faith. 
They went every Sunday to Mass, and to Communion 
on all great iSte-days, and this was done with the 
tranquil humility of true belief, aided a little by tradi- 
tion, as the chasubliers had from father to son always 
observed the Church ceremonies, particularly those at 
Easter. 

Hubert himself had a tendency to imaginative 
fancies. He would at times stop his work and let fall 
his frame to listen to the child*as she read or repeated 
the legends, and, carried away for the moment by her 
enthusiasm, it seemed as if his hair were blown about 
by the light breath of ^me invisible power. He was so 
in sympathy with Angelique, and associated her to such 
a degree with the youthful saints of the past, that he 
wept whenhe saw her in her white dress ondTeil. This 
day at church was like a dream, and they returned home 
quite e!shansted. Hubertine was obliged to scold them 
Wh, for, with her excellent common-sense, she disliked 
'exaggeration even in good things. 

From that time f^e had to restrain the zeal of 
Angelique, espedally her tendency to what she thought 
^ (Parity, and to which she wished to devote herself. 
Saint Francis had wedded poverty ; Julienthe Chaplain 
had called thepioor his superiors ; Gervasius and Prot&k 
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had washed the feet of the most indigent, and Martin 
had divided his cloak with Aem. So she, following the 
example of Lucy, wished to sell everything^ that she 
might give. At first she disposed of all her little 
private possessions, then she began to pillage the house. 
But at last she gave without judgment and foolishly. 
One evening, two days after her Confirmation, being 
reprimanded for having thrown from the window several 
articles of underwear to a drunken woman, she had a 
tendble attack of anger like those when she was young ; 
then, overcome by shame, she was really ill and forced 
to keep her bed for a couple of days. 
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CUAPTER III 

In the meanwhile, weeks and months went by. Two 
years had passed. Angelique was now fourteen years 
of age and quite womanly. When she read the ^ Golden 
Legend,’ she would have a humming in her ears, the 
blood circulated quickly through the blue veins near her 
temples, and she felt a deep tenderness towards all those 
virgin saints. 

Maidenhood is sister of the angels, the union of all 
good, the overthrow of evil, the domain of faith. It* 
gives grace, it is perfection, which has only need to 
show itself to conquer. The action of the Holy Spirit 
rendered Lucy so heavy that a thousand men and five 
pair of oxen could not drag her away from her home. 
An officer who tried to kiss Anastasia was struck blind. 
Under torture, the purity of the virgins is always 
powerful; from their exquisite white limbs, torn by 
instruments, milk flows instead of blood. Ten difierent 
times the story is told of the young convert who, to 
escape from her family, who wish her to marry against 
her will, assumes the garb of a monk, is accused of some' 
misdeed, suffers punfshment without indicating herself, 
And at last triumphs by announcing her name. Eugenia 
is in this way ’brought before a judge, whom she re- 
cognises as her father and reveals herself to him. Ex« 
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temally tiie combat of cbastity recommences; always 
the thorns reappear. Thns the wisest saints shrink 
from being tempted. As the world is filled with snares, 
hermits flee to the desert, where they scourge them- 
selves, throw themselves on the snow, or in beds of 
prickly herbs. A solitary monk covers his fingers with ' ’ 
his mantle, that he may aid his mother in crossing a 
creek. A martyr bdnnd to a stake, being tempted by 
a young girl, bites off his tongue with his teeth and 
spits it at her. All glorify the state of single blessed- 
ness. Alexis, very wealthy and in a high position, 
marries, but leaves. his w^ife at the church-door. ' One 
weds only to die. Justina, in love with Cyprianns, 
converts him, and they walk together to their punish- 
ment. Cecilia, beloved by on angel, reveals the secret 
to Valerian on their wedding-day, and he, that he may 
see the spirit, consents to bo Inptised. He found in 
his room Cecilia talking with the angel, who held in his 
hand two wreaths of roses, and, giving one to Cecilia 
and one to Valerian, he said, ‘ Keep these crowns, like 
your hearts, pure and unspotted.’ In many cases it was 
proved that death was stronger than love, and couples 
were united only as a challenge to existence. It was 
said that even the Virgin Mary at times prevented 
betrothals from ending in a marriage. A nobleman, a 
relative of the King of Hungoiy, renounced his claims 
to a youi^ girl of marvellous beauty on this account. 
‘Suddenly dur Blessed Lady appeared, and smd to him: 

• “If lam indeed sobeantifulas youhave called me, why 
do yon leave me for another ? ” And he became a most 
devout man for tiie rest of his Iffe.* 

' Among all this saintly com^ny, Amgeliqne had her 
; '{aii^foFenoeSi and there were those whose e^^ienteft 
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touched her to the heart, and helped her to correct her 
failings. Thus the learned Catherine, of high birth, 
enchanted her by her great scientific kno>vledge, when, 
only eighteen years of ago, she was called by the Empe- 
ror Maximus to discuss certain questions with fifty 
rhetoricians and grammarians. She astonished and 
convinced them. ‘They were amazed and knew not 
what to say, but they remained quiet. And the Emperor 
blamed them for their weakness in allowing themselves 
to be BO easily conquered by a young girl.' The fifty 
professors then declared that they were converted. ‘And ' 
as soon os the tyrant heard that, he had so terrible a fit 
of anger, that he commanded they should all be burned 
to death in the public squtwe.’ In her. eyes Catherine 
was the invincible learned woman, as proud and dazzling 
in intellect as in beauty, just as she would have liked 
to be, that she might convert men, and be fed in prison 
by a dove, before having her head cut off. But Saint 
Elizabeth, the daughter of the Kkig of Hungary, was 
for her a constant teacher and guide. Whenever she 
was inclined to yield to her violent temper, she thought 
of this model of gentleness and simplicity, who was at 
five years of age very devout, refusing to join her play-- 
mates in their sports, and sleeping on the ground, 

. that, in abasing herself, she might all the better render 
homage to God. Later, she was the faithful, obedient 
wife of the Landgrave of Thuringia, always showing to 
her husband a smiling face, although she passed her 
nights in tears. When she became a widow she was 
driven from her estates, but was happy to lead the life 
of poverty. ‘ Her dress was so thin from use, that she 
W(»e a grey iigiantle, lengthened out by cloth of a dif- 
fe^t ^^e. The sleeves of her jacket had been tom. 
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and were mended with a material of another colour. 
The king, her father, wishing her to come to him, sent- 
for her by a Count. And when the Count saw her 
clothed in such a way and spinning, overcome with 
surprise and grief, he exclaimed : ‘ Never before did one 
see the danghter of a Boyal House in so miserable a 
garb, and never was one known to spin wool until now.’ 
So Christian and sincere was her humility, that she ate 
black bread with the poorest peasants, nursed them 
when ill, dressed their sores 'without repugnance, put on 
coarse garments like theirs, and followed them in the 
church procesrions with hare feet. She was once wash? 
ing the porringers and the ntenrils of the kitchen, when 
the maids, seeing her so out of place, urged her to desist, 
but she replied, ‘ Could I find another task more menial 
even than this, I would do it.’ Infiuenced by her ex- 
ample, Angeliqoe, who was formerly angry when obliged 
to do any cleaning in the kitchen, now tried to invent 
some extremely disagreeable task when she felt nervous 
. and in need of control. 

But more than Catherine, more than Elizabeth, far 
nearer and dearer to her than all the other saints, was 
Agnes, the child-martyr ; and her heart leaped with joy 
' on refinding in the ' Qolden Legend ’ this virgin, clothed 
with her own hair, who had protected her under the 
Cathedral portal. What ardour of pure love, as she 
repelled the son of the Governor when he accosted her 
on her way from school ! ‘ Go— leave me, minister of 
' death, commencement of sin, and child of treason ! * 
How exquisitely she described her Jbeloved ! ' I love 
the One whose Mother was a Virgin, and whose father 
was fidthfhl to her, at whose beauty the gun and moon 
marv’ell^, and at whose tondi the dead were made 
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alive.’ And when Aspasien commanded that ‘ her throat 
should be cut by the sword/ she ascended into Paradise 
to be united to her ‘ betrothed, whiter and purer than 
silver-gilt.* 

Always, when weary or disturbed, Angelique called 
upon and implored her, and it seemed as if peace came 
to her at once. She saw her constantly near her, and 
often she regretted having done or thought of things 
which would have displeased her. 

One evening as she was kissing her hands, a habit 
which she still at times indulged in, she suddenly 
blushed and turned away, ^though she was quite alone, 
for it seemed as if the little saint must have seen her. 
Agnes was her guardian angel. 

Thus, at fifteen Angelique was an adorable child. 
Certainly, neither the quiet, laborious life, nor the 
soothing shadows of the Cathedral, nor the legends of 
the beautiful saints, had made her an angel, a creature 
of absolute perfection. She was often angry, and certain 
weaknesses of character showed themselves, which had 
never been sufiiciently guarded against; but she was 
always ashamed and penitent if she had done wrong, 
for she wished so much to be perfect. And she was so 
human, so full of life, so ignorant, and withal so pure 
in reality. 

One day, on returning from a long excursion which 
the Huberto allowed her to take twice a year, on Pente- 
cost Monday and on i^ssumption Day, she took home 
with her a sweetbriar bush, and then amused herself 
by replanting it in |he narrow garden. She trimmed 
it and watered it' well: it grew and sent out long 
branches, filled with odour. With her usual intensity, 
die watched it daily, but was unwilling to have it 
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grafted, As she wished to see if, by some miracle, it 
oonld not be made to bear roses. She danc^ around 
it, she repeated constantly : ‘ This bush is like me ; it is 
like me ! ’ And if one joked her upon her great wild- 
rose bush, she joiued them in their laughter, although a 
little pale, and mth tears almost ready to fall. Her 
violet-coloured eyes were softer than ever, her half- 
opened lips revealed little white teeth, end her oval face 
had a golden aureole from her light wavy hair. She 
had grown tall without being too slight ; her neck and 
shoulders were exquisitely graceful ; her chest was full, 
her^waist flexible ; and gay, healthy, of a rare beauty, 
she had an infinite charm, arising from the innocence 
and purity of her soul. 

Every day the affection of the Huberts for her iur 
creased. They often talked together of their mutual 
wish to adopt her. Yet they took no active .measures 
in that way, lest they might have cause to regret it. 
One morning, when the husband announced his final 
decision, his wife suddenly began to weep bitterly. 
To adopt a child ? Was not that the same as giving 
up all hc^ of haying one of their own ? Yet it was 
useless for them to expect one now, after so many years 
of waiting, wd she gave her consent, in reality delighted 
that she could call her her daughter. When Angelique 
was spoken to on the subject, she threw her arms 
around their necks, kissed them both, and was almost 
' choked with tears of joy. 

So it was agreed .upon that she was always to. re- 
' main with them in this house, whuth now seemed to be 
fiQsd vfith her presence, rejuvenated by her youth, and 
peneticated by. her laughter. But an nnSxped^.ob- 
: Made,^ met with at the first step. The Justice of 
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tbe Peace, Monsieur Grandsire, on being consulted, 
explained to them the radical impossibility of adoption, 
since by 'law the adopted must be ‘ of ige.’ Then, 
seeing their diwppointment, he suggested the expe- 
dient' of a legal guardianship : any individual over fifty 
years of age can attach to himself a minor of fifteen 
'years or less by a legal claim, on becoming their ofiicial 
protector. The ages were all right, so they were de- 
lighted, and accepted. It was even arranged that they 
should afterwards confer the title of adoption upon 
their ward by way of their united last will and testa- 
ment, as such a thing would be permitted by the Code. 
Monsieur Grandsire, furnished with the demand of the 
husband and the authorisation of the wife, then put 
himself in communication with the Director of Public 
Aid, the general guardian for all abandoned children, 
whose consent it was necessary to have. Great in- 
quiries were made, and at last the necessary papers 
were placed in Paris, with a certain Justice of the 
Peace chosen for the purpose. And all was ready ex- 
cept the official report which constitutes the legality of 
guardianship, when the Huberts suddenly were taken 
with certain scruples. 

Beforq receiving Angeliqne into their fiimily, ought 
not th^ to ascertain if she had any relatives on her 
side? Was her mother still alive? Had they the 
right to di^se of the dsoghter without being abso- 
lutely sure -that she had willingly been given up and 
deserted ? Then, in reality, the unknown origin of the 
child, which had tioobied them, long ago, came back to 
' them now and made them hesitate, they were so tor- 
ifiented by this anxiety that they could not sleep. 

Without any more talk, Hubert unexpectedly an- 
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nounoed that he was going to Paris. Saqh a journey 
seemed like a catastrophe in his calm existence; He 
explained the necessity of it to Angelique, by speaking 
of the guardianship. He hoped to arrange everything 
in twenty-four hours. But once in the city, days 
passed; obstacles arose on every side. He spent a 
week there, sent from one to another, resdly doing 
nothing, and quite discouraged. In the first place, he 
was received very coldly at the Office of Public Assist- 
ance. The rule of the Administration is that children 
shall not be told of their parents until they ore of age. 
So for two mornings in succession he was sent away 
from the office. He persisted, however, explained the 
matter to three secretaries, made himself hoarse in 
talking to an under-officer, who wished to counsel him 
that he had no official papers. The Administration 
were quite ignorant. A nurse had left the child there, 
‘Angelique Marie,’ without naming the iQother. In 
despair he was about to return to Beaumont, when a 
new idea impelled him to return for the fourth time to 
the office, to see the book in which the arrival of the 
infant had been noted down, and in that way to have 
the address of the nurse. That j roved to be quite an 
undertaking. But at last he succeeded, and found.it 
was a Madame Foucart, and that in 1850 she lived on 
the Bue des Deux-Ecus. 

Then he recommenced his hunting up and down. 
The end of the Bue des Deux-Ecus had been de- 
molished, and no shopkeeper in the neighbourhood 
recollected ever having heard of Madame Foacart. He 
consulted the directory, but there was no such name. 
Looking at every sign as he walked along, he called 
on one after another, and at last, in this way, he had 
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the good fortune to find an old woman, who exclaimed, 
in answer to his questions, ‘What! do 1 know Madame 
Foucart ? A most honourable person, but one who has 
had many misfortunes. She lives on the Bue de Gen- 
sier, quite at the other end of Paris/ He hastened 
there at once. 

Warned by experience, he determined now to bo 
diplomatic. But Madame Foucart, an enormous woman, 
would not allow him to ask questions in the good order 
he had arranged them before going there. As soon as 
he mentioned the two names of the child, slie seemed 
to bo eager to talk, and she related its whole history in 
a most spiteful way, ‘ Ah ! the child was alive ! Very 
well; she might flatter herself that she had for a 
mother a most famous hussy ? Yes, Madame Sidonie, 
as she was called since she became a widow, was a 
woman of a good family, having, it is said, a brother 
who was a minister, but that did not prevent her from 
being very bad.’ And she explained that she had 
made her acquaintance when she kept, on the Bue 
Saint-Honor4, a little shop where they dealt in fruit 
and oil from Provence, she and her husband, when 
they came from Plassans, hoping to make their fortune 
in the city. The husband died and was buried, and 
soon after Madame Sidonie had a little daughter, which 
she sent at once to the hospital, and never after even 
inquired for her, as she was ‘ a heartless woman, cold 
as a protest and brutal as a sheriff’s aid.’ A fault 
nATi be pardoned, but not ingratitude ! Was not it true 
that, obliged to lea^e her shop as she was so heavily in 
debt, she had been received and cared for by Madame 
Foucart ? And when in her turn she herself had fallen 
into difficulties, she bad never been able to obtain from 
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Madame Sidonie, even the month’s board she owed her, 
nor the fifteen Irancs she had once lent W. To-day 
the ‘hateful thing’ lived on the Hue de Fanbonrg-. 
Poissonnidre, where she had a little apartment of three 
rooms. She pretended to be a cleaner and mender of 
lace, but she sold a good many other things. Ah ! 
yes ! such a mother as that it was best to know nothing 
about* ! 

An hour later, Hubert was walking round the house ' 
where Madame Sidonie lived. He saw through the 
window a woman, thin, pale, coarse-looking, wearing an 
old black gown, stained and greased. Never could the 
heart of such a person be touched by the recollection 
of a daughter whom she had only seen on the day of 
its birth. He concluded it would be best not to repeat, 
even to his wife, many things that he had just learned. 
Still he hesitated. Once more he passed by the place, 
and looked again. Ought not he to go in, to intro- 
duce himself, and to ask- the consent of the unnatural 
parent ? As on honest man, it was for him to judge if 
he had the right of cutting the tie there and fbr ever. 
Brusquely he turned his back, harried away, and re- 
turned that evening to Beaumont. 

, Hubertine had just learned that the proedg-verhal at 
Monsieur Gnmdsire’s, for the guardianship of the child,- 
had been signed. And' when Angeliqne threw herself 
into Hubert’s arms, he saw clearly by the look of sup- 
plication in her eyes, that she had understood tii(» true 
reason of his journey. 

V Then he said quietly: 'My child, your mother is 
hot living.’ Angeliqne wept, as she kheed him most 
afihcti<^td7.- ' Alter this the subject- was not r^etxed 
to, ^e-was'their daughter. 
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At Whitsuntide, this year, the Ilubcrts had taken 
Angeliqoe- with them to lunch at the ruins of the 
Gh&tean d’Hautecoeur, which overlooks the Ligneul, 
two leagues below Beaumont ; and, after the day spent 
in running and laughing in the open air, the young 
girl still slept when, the next morning, the old house- 
clock struck eight. 

Hnbertine was obliged to go up and rap at her 
door. 

‘ Ah, well ! little lazy child ! We have already had 
our breakfast, and it is late.’ 

Angelique -dressed herself quickly and went down 
to the kitchen, where she took her rolls and coffee 
alone. Then, when she entered the workroom, where 
Hubert and his wife had just seated themselves, after 
having arranged their frames for embroidery, she 
said: 

‘ Oh ! how soundly I did sleep 1 I had quite for- 
gotten that we had promised to finish this chasuble 
for next Sunday.’ 

This workroom, the windows of which opmied upon 
the garden, was a large apartment, preserved almost en- 
tirely in its original state. The two principal beams of 
the ceiling, and the’three visible cro@s-beams of snp- 
portj had not even been whitewashed, and they were 
blackened by smoke and worm-eaten, while, through 
the openings of the broken plaster, here and there, the- 
}aiUis of - the inner joists could be seen. On one of the 
stone corb^, which supported the beams, was the date 
1463 , without donkt the date of the construction of 
- the’building.. The .chimney-piece, also in stono, broken 
ead.dujointed, had traces of its original elegance, witii 
its slender uprights, its brackets, its -frieze with. a. 
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cornice, and its basket-shaped funnel tenninaiing in a 
crown. On th^ frieze could be seen even now, as if 
softened by age, an ingenious a^mpt at. sculpture, in 
the way of a likeness of Saint Clair, the patron of 
embroiderers. But this chimney was no longer used, 
and the fireplace had been turned into an open closet 
by putting shelves therein, on which were piles of de- 
signs and patterns. The room was now heated by a 
great bell-shaped cast-iron stove, the pipe of which, 
after going the whole length of the ceiling, entered an 
opening made expressly for it in the Wall. The doors, 
already shaky, were of the time of Louis XIY. The 
original tiles of the fioor were nearly all gone, and had 
been replaced, one by one, by those of a later style. It 
was nearly a hundred years since the yellow' walls had 
been colonred, and at the top of the room they were 
almost of a greyish white, and, lower down, were 
scratdied and spotted with saltpetre. Each year there 
was talk of repainting them, but nothing had yet been 
done, from a dislike of making any change. 

Hubertine, busy at her work, raised her head as 
Angelique spoke and said : 

‘ Yon know that if our work is done on Sunday, 
I have promised to give you a basket of pansies for 
your garden.’ 

The young, girl exclaimed gaily : ' Oh, yes ! that is 
true. Ah, well 1 I will do my best then 1 But where 
is my thimble ? It seems as all working implements 
take to themselves wings and fiy away, if not in cono 
stant use.’ • 

She slipped the dd dotgrfiar of ivory on the 8ec<md 
joint of hw little finger, and todc her place on the other, 
side of the firame, opposite to the window. 
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Since the middle of the lost centnry there had not 
been the slightest modification in the fittings and 
arrangements of the workroom. Fashions changed, the 
art of the embroiderer was transformed,- but there was 
still seen fastened to the wall the chautlate, the great 
piece of wood where was placed one end of the frame 
or work, while the other end was supported by a mov- 
able trestle. In the comers were many ancient tools — 
a little machine called a ‘ diligent,’ with its wheels and 
its long pins, to wind the gold thread on the reels with- 
out touching it ; a hand spinning-wheel ; a species of 
pulley to twist the threads which were attached to the 
wall; rollers of various sizes covered with silks and 
threads used in the crochet embroidery. Upon a shelf 
was spread out an old collection of punches for the 
spangles, and there was also to bo seen a valuable relic, 
in the shape of the classic chandelier in hammered 
brass which belonged to some ancient master-work- 
man. On the rings of a rack made of a nailed leather 
strap were hung awls, mallets, hammers, irons to cut 
the vellum, and roughing chisels of bogwood, which 
were used to smooth the threads as fast as they were 
employed. And yet again, at the foot of the heavy 
oaken table on wUch the cutting-out was done, was a 
great winder, whose two movable reels of wicker held, 
the skeins. Long chains of spools of bright-coloured 
silks strung on cords were hung near the case of 
draw^ers. On the floor -was a large basket filled with 
empty bobbins. A pair of great shears rested on the 
straw seat of one of the chairs, and a ball of cord had- 
just &Uen on the floor, half unwound. 

' - Oh ! what lovely weather ! What p^ect weather! * 
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continiied ADgeliqne. ^ It is a pleasure simply to live 
and to breathe.’ 

And before stooping to apply herself to her work, 
she delayed another moment before the open window, 
through which entered all the beauty of a radiant May 
morning. 
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CHAPTER rV 

Tbe snn shone brightly on the roof of the Cathedral, a 
fresh odour of lilacs came np from the bushes in the 
garden of the Bishop. Angelique smiled, os she stood 
there, dazzled, and as if bathed in the springtide.' 
Then, starting as if suddenly awakened from sleep, she 
said : 

' Father, I have no more gold thread for my work.’ 

Hubert, who hod just finished priddng the tracing 
of the pattern of a cope, went to get a skein from the 
cose of drawers, cut it, tapered off the two ends by 
scratching the gold which covered the silk, and he 
brought it to her rolled up in parchment. 

‘ Is that all you need ? ’ 

* Yes, thanks.’ 

With a quick glance she had assured herself that 
nothing more was wanting ; tbe needles were supplied 
with the Afferent golds, the red, the green, and the 
blue; there were spools of every shade of silk; the 
spangles were ready; ^d the twisted wires for the 
gold lace were in the crown of a hat which served os a 
boK, with the long fine needles, the steel pincers, the 
thimbles, the scissors^ and the Itoll of wax. All those 
were on the frame even, or on the material stretched 
therein^ which was protected by a thick brown paper. 
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^She had threaded a needle with the gold thread. 
But at the first stitch it broke, and she was obliged to 
thread it again, breaking off tiny bits of the gold, which 
she threw immediately into the pasteboard waste-b^ket 
which was near her. 

* Now cjt last I am ready,’ she said, as she finished 
her first stitch. 

Perfect silence followed. Hubert was preparing to 
stretch some material on another frame. He had 
placed the two heavy ends on the chantlate and the 
trestle directly opposite in such a way as to take 
lengthwise the red silk of the cope, the breadths of 
which* Hubertine had just stitched together, and fitting 
the laths into *the mortice of the beams, he fastened 
them with four little nails. Then, after smoothing the 
material many times from right to left, he finished 
stretching it and tacked on the nails. To assure him- 
self that it was thoroughly tight and firm, he tapped on 
the cloth with his fingers and it sounded like a drum. 

Angelique had become a nio'st skilful worker, and 
the Huberts were astonished at her cleverness and taste. 
In addition to what they had taught her, she carried 
into all she did her personal enthusiasm, which gave 
life to fiowers and faith to symbols. Under her S^nds, 
silk and gold seemed animated; the smaller ornaments 
’ were full of mystic meaning ; she gave herself up to it 
entirely, with her imagination constantly active and her 
firm bdief in the infinitu.de of the invisible world. , 

The Diocese of Beaumont had been so charmed with 
certain pieces of her embroidery, that a clergyman who 
was an archseologist, and anothei^who was an admirer 
of pictures, had come to see her, and were in raptured 
before her Yirgins^ which they compared to the simple, 
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gracious figures of the earliest masters. There was the 
same sincerity, the same sentiment of the beyond, as if 
encircled in the minutest perfection of detail. She had. 
the real gift of design, a miraculous one indeed, which, 
without a teacher, with nothing but her evening studies 
by lamplight, enabled her often to correct her models, 
to deviate entirely from them, and to follow her own 
fancies, creating beautiful things with the point of her 
needle. So tlie Huberts, who had always insisted that 
a thorough knowledge of the science of drawing was 
necessary to make a good ehibroidercr, were obliged to 
yield, before her, notwithstanding their long experience. 
And, little by little, they modestly withdrew into the 
baclrground, becoming simply her aids, surrendering to 
her all the most elaborate work, the under part of 
which they prepared for her. 

From one end of the year to the other, what bril- 
liant and sacred marvels passed through her hands! 
She was always occupied with silks, satins, velvets, or 
cloths of gold or silver. She embroidered chasubles, 
stoles, maniples, copes, dalmatics, mitres, banners, and 
veils for the chalice and the pyx. But, above all, their 
orders for chasubles never failed, and they worked con- 
stantly at those vestments, with their five colours : the 
white, for Confessors and Virgins; the red, for Apostles 
and Martyrs ; the black, for the days of fasting and for 
the dead ; the violet, for the Innocents ; and the green, 
for fSte-^ys. Gold was also often used in place of 
white or of green. The same symbols were always in 
the centre of the Ciipss: the monograms of Jesus and 
of the Virgin Mary, the triangle surrounded with rays,' 
the lamb, the pelican, the dove, a chalice, a monstrance, 
and a bleeding heart pierced with thorns ; while higher 
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upT and on the arms were designs, or flowers, all the 
ornamentation being in the ancient style, and all the 
flora in large blossoms, like anemones, tulips, peonies, 
pomegranates, or hortensios. No season passed in 
whichr she did not remake the grapes and thorns sym- 
bolic, putting silrer on black, and gold on red. For 
the most costly. vestments, she varied the pictures of 
the heads of saints, having, as a central design, the 
Annunciation, the Last Supper, or the Crucifixion. 
Sometimes the orfreys were worked on the original 
material itself; at others, shd applied bands of silk or 
satin on brocades of gold cloth, or of velvet. And all 
this efilorescence of sacred splendour was created, littla 
by little, by her deft fingers. At this moment the 
Vestment oh which Angeliqne was at work was a chasn-. 
■ble of white satin, the cross of which was made by a 
sheaf of golden lilies intertwined with bright roses, in 
variohs shades of silk. In the centre, in a wreath of 
little roses of dead gold, was the monogram of the 
Blessed Virgin, in red and green gold, with a great 
variety of ornaments. 

For an hour, during which she skilfully finished 'the 
. little roses, the silence had not been ' broken even by a 
single word. But her thread broke again, and she ra* 
threaded her needle by feeling carefully under the 
frame, as only an adroit' person can do. Then^ as she 
raised her head, she again inhaled with satisfaction the 
pnre, fresh air that came in from the garden. 

‘ Ah ! ' she said softly, ' how beantiful it was yesteiv 
day! The sunshine is always -pe^ct.' 

Hnbertine shook her head as she stqpped' to wiix 
herthnE»ad. . 

'As for me, I am so wearied, it sems as if 1 1^ no 
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arms, and it tires me to work. Bat that is not strange, 
for 1 so seldom go out, tod am no longer young and 
strong, as you are at sixteen.’ 

Angelique had reseated herself and resumed her 
work. She prepared the lilies by sewing bits of vellum 
.on certain places that had been marked, so as to give 
them relief, but the flowers themselves were not to be 
made until later, for fear the gold be tarnished were 
the hands moved much over it. 

Hubert, who, having finished arranging the material 
in its frame, was about drawing with pumice the pattern 
of the cope, joined in the conversation and said : ‘ These 
first warm days of q>ring are sore to give me a terrible 
headache.’ 

Angelique’s eyes seemed to be va^ely lost in the 
rays which now fell upon one of the flying buttresses of 
the church, as sho dreamily added : * Oh no, father, I 
do not think so. One day in the lively air, like yester- 
day, does me a world of good.’ 

Having finished the little golden leaves, she began 
one of the large roses, near the lilies. Already she had 
threaded several nee^es with the silks required, and 
she embroidered in stitches varying in len^h, accord- 
ing to the natural positi<.n and movement of the petals, 
and notwithstanding the extreme delicacy and absorb- 
ing nature of this work, the recollections of the previous 
day,, which she lived over again in thought and in 
silence, now came to h6r lips, and crowded so closely 
upon each other that she no longer tried, to keep them 
btok. So she teSksd of their setting out upon their 
expedition,, of the beautiful fields they crossed, pf their 
lunch over there in the mins of Hautecoeur, upon the 
flagstones of a little room whose tumbledown walls 
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towered far above the Ligneui, which rolled gently 
among the willows fifty yards below them. 

She was enthusiastic over these crumbling ruins, 
and the scattered blocks of stone among the brambles, 
which showed how enormous tbe colossal structure must 
have been as, when first built, it commanded the two 
valleys. The donjon remained, nearly two hundred 
feet in height, discoloured, cracked, but nevertheless 
firm, upon its foundation pillars fifteen feet thick. Two 
of its towers had also resisted the attacks of Time — 
that of Charlemagne and that of David — united by a 
heavy wall almost intact. In the interior, the chapel, 
the court-room, and certain chambers were still easily 
recognised; and all this appeared to have been built 
by giants, for the steps of the stairways, the sills of the 
windows, and the benches on the terraces, were all on a 
scale far out of proportion for the generation of to-day. 
It was, in fact, quite a little fortified city. Five hun- 
dred men could have sustained there a siege of thirty 
months without sufieriug from want of ammunition or 
of provisions. For two centuries the bricks of the 
lowest story had been disjointed by the wild roses; 
lilacs and laburnums covered with blossoms the rubbish 
of the fallen ceilings ; a plane-tree had even grown up 
in the fireplace of the guardroom. But when, at sunset, 
the outline of the donjon cast its long shadow over 
three leagues, of cultivated ground, and the colossal* 
Gh&teau seemed to be rebuilt ib the evening mists, one 
still felt the great strength, and the old sovereignty, 
which had made of it so impreg^ble a fortress that 
even the kings of France trembled before it. 

* And I am sure,’ continued Angelique, * that it ia 
inhabited by the souls of the dead, who return at night. 
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All kinds of noises are heard there ; in every direction 
are monsters who look at yon, and when I tamed 
ronnd as we were coming away, I saw great white 
figures flattering above the wall. Bat, mother, yoa 
know all the history of the castle, do yoa not ? ’ 

Huhertine. replied, as she smiled in an amused 
way : * Oh ! as for ghosts, I have never seen any of 
them .myself.’ 

Bat in reality, she remembered perfectly the his- 
tory, which she had read long ago, and to satisfy the 
eager questionings of the yomig girl, she was obliged 
to relate it over again. 

The land belonged to the Bisliopric of Rheims, 
since the days of Saint Bemi, who had received it 
from Clovis. 

An archbishop, Severin, in the early years of the 
tenth century, had erected at Hautecoeur a fortress to 
defend the country against the Normans, who were 
coming up the river Oise, into which the Ligneul flows. 

In the foUowmg century a successor of Severin 
gave it in fief to Norbert, a younger son of the house 
of Normandy, in consideration of an armnal quit- 
rent of sixty sous, and on the condition that the city 
of Beaumont and its church should remain free and 
unincumbered. It was in this way that Norbert I. be- 
came the head of the Marquesses of Hautecoeur, whose 
famous line firom that date became so well known in 
history. Herv6 lY., excommunicated twice for hie 
robbery of ecclesiastical property, became a noted high- 
.wayman, who killed, on a certain occasion, with his own 
hands, thirty dtizeEs, and his tower was razed to the 
ground by Louis le Gros, against whom he had dared to 
declare war. Raoul I., who went to the Crusadea with 
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Philip Aagastas, perished before Saint Jean d’Acre, 

- having been pierced through the heart by a lance. But 
the most illustrious of the race was John Y., the Great, 
who, in .1225, rebuilt the fortress, finishing in l^s than 
five years this formidable Ch&teau of Hautecocur, under 
whose shelter he, for a moment, dreamed of aspiring to 
the throne of France, and after having escaped from 
being killed in twenty battles, he at last died quietly in 
bis bed, broth§r-in-law to the King of Scotland. Then 
. came Felician III., who- made a pilgrimage to Jerusalem 
barefooted ; Herv<3 Vll., who assorted his claims to the 
throne of Scotland ; and still many others, noble and 
powerful in their day and generation, down to Jean 
IX., who, under Mazarin, had the grief of assisting at 
the dismantling of the castle. After a desperate siege, 
the vaults of the towers and of the donjon were blown 
up with powder, and the . different constructions were 
set on fire ; where Charles YI. had been sent to rest, 
and to turn his attention frofn his vagaries, and where, 
nearly two hundred years later, Henri lY. had passed a 
week as Gabrielle D’Estress. Thenceforth, all these' 
royal souvenirs had passed into oblivion. 

Ang^que, without stopping the movement of her 
needle, listened eagerly, as if the vision of these past 
. 'grandeurs rose up from her frame, in proportion as the 
rose grew there in its delicate life of colour. Her 
ignorance of general history enlarged facts, and she 
received them as if they were the basu of a marvelloua 
legend. She ^mbled with delight, and, transported 
her fiuth, it seemed as if the reconstmcUd Ch&teau 
mounted to the very gates of hea^n, and the Haute* 
coears were cousins to the Yirgin Mary. 

When there was a pause in the recital she j^ked. 
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* Is not oar new Bishop, Monseignear d’Haatecocar, .a 
descendant of this noted family ? ’ 

Habertine replied that Monseignear must belong to 
the younger branch of the fiimily, as the elder branch 
had been extinct for a very long time. It was, indeed, 
a most singnlar return, as for centuries the Marquesses 
of Hantecoeur and the clergy of Beaumont had been 
hostile to each other. Towards 1150 an abbot under- 
took to build a diurch, with no other resources than 
those of his Order ; so his funds soon gave out, when 
the edifice was no higher than the arches of the 
side chapels, and they were obliged to cover the nave 
with a wooden roof. Eighty years passed, and Jean V. 
came to rebuild the Ohdteau, when he gave three hun- 
dred thousand pounds, which, added to other sums, 
enabled the work on the church to be continued. The 
nave was finished, but the two towers and the great 
front were terminated much later, towards 1430, in the 
full fifteenth century. To recompense Jean V. for his 
liberality, the clergy accorded to him, for himself and 
his descendants, the right of burial in a chapel of the 
apse, consecrated to St: George, and which, since that' 
tiine, had been called the Chapel Hantecoeur. But 
these good terms were not of long duration. The free- 
dom of Beaumont was put in ednstant peril by the 
Ch&tean, and there were continual hostilities on the 
questions of tribute and of precedence. One especially, 
the right of paying toll, which the nobles demanded 
for the navigation of the Ligneul, perpetuated the 
quarrels. Then 4 was that the great prosperify of the 
lower .town began, with its manufacturing of fine linen 
and lace, and from this epoch the fortune of Beaumont 
increased daily, while that' of Hantecceor dhniniahed, 
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until the time when the castle was dismantled and the 
church triumphed. Louis XIV. made of it a cathedral, 
a bishop’s palace was built in the old enclosure) of the 
monks, and, by a singular chain of circumstances, to- 
day a member of the family of Hantecceor had re- 
turned as a bishop to command the clergy, who, always 
powerful, had conquered hia ancestors, after a contest of 
four hundred years. 

‘But,’ said Angelique, ‘Monseigneur has been 
monied, and has not he a son at least twenty years of 
age?’ 

Hubertine had taken up the shears to remodel one 
of the pieces of vellum. * 

‘ Yes,’ she replied, ‘ the Abbot Comille told me the 
whole story, and it is a very sad history. 'When but 
twenty years of age, Monseigneur was a captain under 
Charles X. In 1880, when only four-and-twenty, he 
resigned his position in the army, and it is said that 
from that time until he was forty years of age he led 
an adventurous life, travelling everywhere and having 
many strange experiences. At last, one evening, he 
met, at the hduse of a friend in the country, the 
daughter of the Count de Valencay, Mademoiselle 
Pauline, very wealthy, marvellously beautiful, and 
scarcely nineteen yeaiu of age, twenty-two years 
younger than himself. He fell violently in love with 
her, and, as she returned his affection, there was no 
reason why the marriage should not take place at 
once. He then bought the ruins of Hautecoeur for a 
mere song — ten thousand francs, I ^believe — with the 
intention of repairing the Chfiteau and installing his 
wife therein when all would be in order and in readi- 
ness. to receive her. In the meanwhile they went to 
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live on one of his family estates in Anjou, scarcely see- 
ing any of their friends, and finding in their united 
happiness the days all too short. But, alas ! at the end 
of a year Paulina had a son and died. 

Hubert, who was still occupied with marking out 
his pattern, raised his head, showing a very pale face as 
he said in a low voice : ‘ Oh ! the unhappy man ! * 

‘ It was said that he himself almost died from his 
great grief,’ continued Hubortine. ‘At all events, 
a fortnight later ho entered into holy Orders, and 
soon became a priest. That was twenty years ago, 
and now he is a bishop. But I have also been told 
that daring all this time he has refused to see his 
son, the child whose birth cost the life of its mother. 
He had placed him wilh an uncle of his wife’s, 
an old abbot, not wishing even to hear of him, and 
trying to forget his existence. One day a picture of 
the boy was sent him, but in looking at it he found so 
strong a resemblance to his beloved dead that he fell on 
the floor unconscious and stiff, as if he had received a 
blow from a hammer. . . . Now age and prayer have 
helped to soften his deep grief, for yesterday the good 
Father Coijiille told me that Monseigneur had just 
decided to send for his son to come to liim.’ 

Angelique, having finished her rose, so fresh and 
natural that a perfume seemed to be exhaled from it, 
looked again through ^the window into the sunny 
garden, and, as if in a reverie, she said in a low voice : 
‘ The son of Monseigneur ! ’ 

• Hubertine continued her story. 

‘It seems that^he young man is handsome as a 
god, and his &thei^ wished him to be educated for the 
priesthood. But the old abbot would not consent to 
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that, Baying iliat the youth had not the slightest indi*, 
nation in that direction. And then, to crown all, his 
wealth, it is said, is enormous. Two million pounds 
sterling ! Yes, indeed ! His mother left him a tenth 
of that sum, which was invested in land in Paris, where 
the increase in the price of real estate has. been so 
great, that to day it represents fifty millions of francs. 
In short, rich as a king ! ’ 

‘ Hich as a king, beautiful as a god 1 ’ repeated 
Aflgeliqne unconsciously, in her dreamy voice. 

And with one hand she mechanically took from the 
frame a bobbin wound with gold thread, in order to 
make the open-work centre of one of the large lilies. 
After having loosened the end from the point of (lie 
reel, she fastened it with a double stitch of dik to the' 

. edge of the vellum which was to give a thickness to 
the embroidery. Then, continuing her work, she said 
again, without finishing her thought, which seemed lost 
in the vagueness of its desire, ‘ Oh I os for me, what I 
would like, that which I would like above all else ’ 

The silence fell again, deep and profound, broken 
only by the dull sound of chanting which came from 
the diurdi. Hubert arranged his design by repassing 
with a little brush all the- perforated lines of the dra^-- 
ing, and thus tlie ornamentation of the cope iq)peared 
in white on the red silk. It was he who first, resunied 
speaking. 

< Ah ! tlmse ancient days were magnificent I Hoble^- 
men then wore costumes weighted with embroidery. At 
Lyons,' material was sometimes sold for as much as ^ 

. hundred fiimcs on elL One oughlftp read the l^-laws 
and. regulations' of the Guild 6f» Master Wwkm^ 
whqrs it is laid down that The enxbroideretB of tlyt' 
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King have -always the right to sninmon, by armed 
force if necessary, the workmen of other masters.” • • . 
And then we had coats of arms, too ! Azure, a fesse 
engrailed or, between three fleurs-de-lys of the same, 
two of them being near the top and the third in the 
point. Ah ! it was indeed beautiful in the days of long 
ago ! ’ 

He stopped a moment, tapping the frame with his 
fingers to shake off the dust. Then he continued : 

‘ At Beaumont they still have a legend about the 
Hautecceurs, which my mother often related to mo 
when 1 was a child. ... A frightful plague ravaged the 
town, and half of the inhabitants had already fallen 
victims to it, when Jean V., he who had rebuilt the 
fortress, perceived that God had given him the power 
to contend against tlie scourge. Then he went on foot 
to the houses of the sick, fell on his knees, kissed them, 
and os soon as his lips had touched them, while he said, 

“ If God is willing, I wish it,” the sufferers were healed. • 
And lo ! that is why thei^e words have remained the 
device of the Hautecceurs, who all have since that day 
been able to cure the plague. ... Ah ! what a proud 
race of men! A noble dynasty! Monseigneur him- 
self. is called Jean XII., and the first name of his son 
must also be followed by a number^ like that of a 
prince.' 

He stopped. Each one of his words lulled and pro- 
longed the reverie of Angelique. She continued, in a 
half-singing tone : *Oh! what I wish for myself! That 
Vhich I would like above all else——' 

Holding the boSbin, without touching the thread, ^ 
Ae ^twisted the ^old by moving it from left to right 
^^tely on the vellum, fastening it at each turn with 
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a stitch in silk. Little by little the great golden lily 
blossomed out. 

'Soon she continued : ^ Yes, what I would like above 
all would be to marry a prince — a prince whom I had 
never seen ; who would come towards sunset, just before 
the waning daylight, and would take me by the hand 
and lead me to his palace. And I should wish him to 
be very handsome, as well as very rich ! Yes, the most 
beautiful and the we*althiest man that had ever been 
seen on the earth ! He should have superb horses that 
I could hear neighing under my windows, and jewels 
which he would pour in streams into my lap, and gold 
that would fall from my hands in a deluge when I 
opened them. And what I wish still further is, that 
this prince of mine should love me to distraction, so 
that I might also love him desperately. We would 
then remain very young, very good, and very noble, for 
ever ! ’ 

Hubert, leaving his work, had approached her 
smilingly ; whilst Hubertine, in a friendly way, shook 
her finger at the young girl. 

‘ Oh, what a vain little creature ! Ah ! ambitious 
child, you are quite incorrigible. Now, you are quite 
beside yourself with your need of being a queen. At 
all events such a dream is much better than to steal * 
sugar and to be impertinent. But really, you must not 
indulge in such fancies. It is the Evil One who prompts 
them, and it is pride that speaks, as well as passion.’ 

Gay and candid, Angelique looked her in the face as 
she said : ‘ But mother, mother mine, what are you 
saying? Is it, then, a siii to lovS that which is rich 
and beautiful ? I love it because it ts rich and beautiful, 
and BO cheers my heart and couL A beautiful object 
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brightens everything that is near it, and helps one to 
live, as the snn does. Yon know very well that I am 
not selfish. Money ? Oh ! yon wonld see what a good 
nse I wonld make of it, if only I had it in abnndance ! 
I wonld rain it over the town ; it shonld be scatter^ 
among the miserable. Think what a blessing it wonld 
bo to have no more poverty I In the first place, as for 
yon and my father, I wonld give yon everything. Yon 
shonld be dressed in robes and garments of brocades, 
like the lords and ladies of the olden time.* 

Hnbertine shmgged her shonlders and smiled. 'It 
is ridicnlons,’ she said. ‘ Bnt, my dear child, yon mnst 
remember that you are poor, and that yon have not a 
penny for yonr marriage-portion. Bow can yon, then, 
for a moment dream of a prince ? Are yon, then, so 
desirous to marry a prince ? ’ 

'Why shonld not I wish to marry such a man?* 
And she looked quite amazed, as she continued: ' Marry 
him ? Of course I wonld do so. Since he wonld have 
plen^ of money, what difference wonld it make if I had 
none ? I shonld owe everything to him, and on that 
very account I shonld love him all the more deeply.* 
This victorious reasoning enchanted Hubert, who 
seemed carried above the earth by Angeliqne’s enthn* 
siasm. He wonld willingly have accompanied her on 
tiie wings of a clond to the regions of fimqy, 

' She is right,’ he exclaimed. 

Bnt his wife glanced at him reprovingly. She 
became quite stem. 

* My child, yon will think differently later on, when 
yon know life better.’ • 

'Life? — ^bnt I know it already.* 

* How is it possible for you to kiw it ? Ton are 
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tdo young $ yoa are ignorant of evil. Yet evil eziste 
and is very powerfol/ 

‘Evil-evil?’ 

Angeliqne repeated the word very slowly, as if to 
penetrate its meaning. And in her pnre eyes was alook 
of innocent sorprise. Evil ? She knew all ahont it, 
for she had read of it in the * Ghilden Legend.’ Was 
not evil Satan himself? And had not she seen how, al« 
though he constantly reappeared, he was always over- 
thrown? Alter every battle he remained cmshed to 
earth, thoroughly conquered, and in a most pitiable 
state. 

‘ Evil ? Ah, mother mine, if yon knew how Uttle 1 
fear itl It is only necessary once to conquer it, and 
afterwards life is all happiness.’ 

Hnberlane appeared tronbled and looked anxious. 

' Yon wUl make me almost regret having brought you 
np in IliiB house, alone with us two, and away fton^ the 
world as it were. I am really a&aid that some day we 
shall regret having kept you in such complete ignorance 
iof the realities of life. What Paradise ore you looking 
for ? What is your idea of the world ? ’ 

A look of hope brightened the face of the young girl, 
while, bending forward, she stUl moved the bobbin bock 
and forth with a continuous, even motion. 

‘You then really think, mother, that I am very 
foolish, do you not ? This world is full of brave people. 
When, one is honest and industrious, one is always 
rewarded. I know also that there are some bod peo^de^. 
hut th^ do not_coant. We do not assodate trith.thmn| 
and they are soon punished forOtheir misdeeds. ' AH 
then, yon see, as for the world, it produses on me, fiom 
a'distance, the efi^ a great garden; yes, of an im* 
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mense park, all filled with flowers and wilih snn^ine. 
It is such a blessing to live, and life is so sweet that it 
cannot be bad.’ 

She grew excited, as if intoxicated by the bright* 
ness of the silks and the gold threads she manipulated 
BO well with her skilfnl fingers. 

‘ Happiness is a very simple thing. We are happy, 
are we not ? All three of ua ? And why ? Simply 
because we love each other. Then, alter all, it is no 
more diflicult than that; it is only necessary to love 
and to be loved. So, you see, when the one I expect 
really comes, we shall recognise each other immediately. 
It is true I have not yet seen him, but I know exactiy 
what he ought to be. He will enter here and will say : 
** I have come in search of you.” And I shall reply : 
“ I expected you, and will go with yon.” Ho will take 
me with him, and our future will be at once decided 
upon. He will go into a palace, where all the furniture 
will be of gold, encrusted in diamonds. Oh, it is all 
veiy simple 1 ' 

‘Ton ore crasy; so do not talk any more,’ inters 
mpted Hubertine, coldly. 

And seeing that the young gprl was still excited, and 
ready to continue to indulge in her fancies, she con* 
tinned to reprove her. . 

; * I beg you to say no more, for you id)8olately make 
me tremble. Unhappy child! when we really marry 
you to some poor mortal yon will be crushed, as you 
fiill to earth fimn these heights of the imagination. 
Heppmess, for the greater part of the world, consists in 
' humility and obediedbe.’ 

Angelique continued to smile with an almost obsti* 
note tranqnillily. ' ' 

» t 
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' I expect him, and he will come.* 

<-Bnt ^e ie right,’ exclaimed Hubert, again carried 
away her enthusiasm. * Why need you scold her ? 
She is certainly pretty, and dainty enough for a king. 
Stranger things than that have happened, and who 
knows what may come ? ’ 

Sadly Hubertine looked at him with her calm ^es. , 

‘ Do not encourage her to do wrong, my dear. You 
know, better than anyone, what it costs to follow too 
much the impulses of one’s heart.*’ 

He turned deadly pale, and great tears came to 
the edge of his eyelids. She imm^iately repented of 
having reproved him, and rose to offer him her hands. 
But gently disengaging himself, he said, stammer- 
ingly; 

‘ No, no, my dear ; I was wrong. Angelique, do 
you understand me ? You must idways listen to your 
mother. She alone is wise, and we are both of us very 
foolish. I am wrong ; yes, 1 acknowledge it.’ 

Too disturbed to sit down, leaving the cope upon 
which he had been working, he occupied himself in 
pasting a banner that was finished, although still in its 
frame. After having taken the pot of flemish glue 
from the chest of drawers, he moistened with a brush 
the underside of the material, to' make the embroidery 
firmer. His Ups still trembled, and he remained 
quiet. 

But if AngeUque, in her obedience, was also still, 
die allowed her thoughts to foUow their course, and her 
iknicies mounted higher and still higher. She showed 
it in every feature — ^inher monthf that ecstasy had hal f 
opened, as well as in her eyes, where the infinite depth 
of her visions seemed reflected. Now, this dretmi of w 
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poor girl, she wore it into the golden embroidery. It 
was for this unknown hero that, little by little, there 
seemed to- grow on the white satin the beautiful great 
lilies, and the roses, and the monogram of the Blessed 
Virgin. The stems of the lilies had all the gradous 
pointings of a jet of light, whilst the long slender 
leaves, made of spangles, each one being sewed on with 
gold twist, fdl in a shower of stars. In the centre, the 
initials of Maty were like the dazzling of a relief in 
massive gold, a marvellous blending of lacework and of 
embossing, or goffering, which burnt like the glory of a 
tabernacle in the mystic fire of its rays. And the roses 
of delicately-coloured silks seemed real, and the whole 
chasuble was resplendent in its whiteness of satin, which 
appeared covered almost miraculously with its golden 
blossoms. 

After a long silence, Angelique, whose cheeks were 
flushed by the blood which mounted into them from her 
excitement, raised her head, and, looking at Hubertiue, 
said again, a little maliciously : 

* I expect him, and he will come.' 

It was absurd for her thus to give loose reins to her 
imagination. But she was wilful. She was convinced 
in her own mind that everything would come to pass, 
eventually, as she wished it might. Nothing could 
weaken her happy conviction. 

< Mother,’ she added, * why do you not believe me, 
since I assure yon it must be as I say ? ' 

Hnbertine shrugged her shoulders, and conduded 
the best thing for hcf to'do was to tease her. 

' But r thought, my child, that you never intended 
being married. Your saints, who seem to have turned 
your head, th^ led smgle lives. Bather than do other- 



THE DREAM 


VS 

wise they converted their lovers, ran away fixnn their 
homes, and were pnt to death.' 

The yonng listened and was confused. Bnt 
soon she laughed merrily. Her perfect health, and all 
her love of life, rang out in this sonorous gaiety. . * The 
histories of the saintB I But that was ages ago I Times 
have entirely changed smce then. God having so com- 
pletely triumphed, no longer demands that anyone should 
die for Him.’ 

When reading the Legend, it was the marv^ 
which fascinated her, not the contempt of the world 
and the desire for death. She added : ‘ Most certainly 
I expect to be married; to love and to be loved, and 
thus be very happy.* 

' Be careful, my dear,' said Hubertine, continning 
to tease her. ‘Yon will make your guardian angel. 
Saint Agnes, weep. Do not yon know that she refused 
' the son of the Gfovemor, and preferred to die, that she 
might be wedded to Jesus? ’ 

The great clock of the belfry began to strike ; num- 
bers of sparrows flew down frimi an enormons ivy-plant 
which, foamed one of the windows of the apse. Li the. 
workroom, Hubert, still silent, had just hung up the 
banner, moist from the glue, that it might dry, on one 
of the great iron hooks fostened to the wall. 

The sim in the oonrse of the morning had li ghfa>i^f»d 
up different parts of the room, and now it shone brie^tly 
upon the old tools— the diligent, the wicker winder, and 
.tib brass iflmndriier— and as its rays fell upon the two 
workers, the fhune at whidi thef were seated 
almost On fire, with its bands polMed by nse, and with 
the yai^nB objects pladed upon it, the reels ^ gold ootd^ 
4he ^hogles, and the boblnns of silk. 
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' ' Then, in this soft, charming air of spring, Angel- 
iqne looked at the beantifiil symbolic lily she had just 
finished. Opening wide her ingennons eyes, she repU^, 
with an sir of confiding happiness, to Hubertine’s last 
remark in regard to the duld-marfyr. Saint Agnes : 

*Ah, yes! Bat it was Jesus who wished it to 
be BO.’ 



w 


THE DREAJf 


CHAPTER V 

NoTWiTHSTAin>ixo her thoroughly cheerful nature, 
Angelique liked solitude; and it was to her the 
greatest of recreations to be alone in her room, morn- 
ing and e7ening. There she gave herself up to her 
thoughts : there she indulged to the full scope in her 
most joyous fimcies. Sometimes even during the day, 
when she could go there for a moment, she was as 
happy os if, in full freedom, she had committed some 
childish prank. 

The chamber was very large, taking in at least half 
of the upper story, the other half being the garret. 
It was whitewashed everywhere; not only the walls 
and the beams, but the joists, even to the visible cop- 
ings of the mansard part of the roof; and in this baro 
whiteness, the old oaken furniture seemed almost as 
black as ebony. At the time of the decoration of the 
sleeping-room below, and the improvements made in 
the parlour, the ancient furniture, which had been 
bought at various epochs, had been carried upstairs. 
There was a great carved chest of the Renaissance 
period, a table and chairs which doted from the reign 
of Louis XUI., an enormous bedstAd, style Louis X(Y., 
and a very handsome wardrobe, Louis XV* Lt the'- 
middle these venerable bid things a white percelairi 
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stove, and the little toilet-table, covered with a pretty 
oilcloth, seemed out of place and to mar the dull har- 
mony. Gnrtained with an old-fashioned rose-colonred 
chintz, on which were bouquets of heather, so faded that 
the oolonr had become a scarcely perceptible pink, the 
enormous bedstead preserved above all the majesty of 
its great age. 

But what pleased Angelique more than anything 
else was the little balcony on which the window opened. 
Of the two original windows, one of them, that at the 
left, had been closed by simply fastening it with nails, 
and the balcony, which formerly extended across the 
front of the building, was now only before the window 
at the right. As the lower beams were still strong, a 
new floor had been made, and above it an iron railing 
was firmly attached in place of the old worm-eaten 
wooden balustrade. This made a charming little 
comer, a quiet nook under tlio gable point, the leaden 
laths of which had been renewed at the beginning of 
the century. By bending over a little, the whole 
garden-fiont of the house could be seen in a very 
dilapidated state, with its sub-basement of little cut 
stones, its panels ornamented with imitation bricks, 
and its large bay window, which to-day had been made 
somewhat smaller. The roof of the great porch of the 
kitdien-door was covered with zinc. And above, the 
interdnces of the top, which projected three feet or 
more, were strengthened by large, upright pieces of 
wood, the ends of which rested on the string-course of 
the first floor. All. this ^ve to the balcony an appear- 
ance of being in a perfect vegetation of timber, os if 
in the midst of a forest of old wood, which was green 
wil^ wallflowers and moss. 
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Since she occupied the duuuber, Angelique liad 
spent many hours there, leaning over the biJnstcade 
and simply looking. At first, directly under her vas 
the garden, darkened by the eternal ehade of the ever* 
green bo)c-treos; in the comer nearest the diurch, a 
duster of small lilac-bushes surrounded an dd granite 
bench; while in the opposite comer, half hidden a 
beautiful ivy which covered the whole wall at the end 
as if witli a mantle, was a little door caning upon the 
Olos-Morie, a vast, uncultivated field. This Olos-Moiie 
was the old orchard of the monks. A rivulet of purest 
spring-water crossed it, the Ghevrotte, where the women 
who occupied the houses in the neighbourhood had the 
privilege of washing their linen ; certain poor people 
sheltered themsdves in the rains of an old tumbledown 
mill; and no other persons inhaHted this field, whidh 
was connected with the Bue Magloire simply by the 
narrow lane of the Quordaches, whidi passed between 
the high walls of the Bishop's Palace and those of the 
Hdtd Ydncourt. In summer, the centenarian elms of 
the two parks barred with their green-leaved tops the 
straight, limited horizon which in the centre was out ofif 
by the gigantic brow of the Gathedral. Thus shut in 
on all sides, the Clos-Marie slept in the qpiet peace of 
its abandonment, overran with weeds and wild grasi^ 
planted with poplars and willows sown the wind. 
Among the great pebbles the Ghevrotte leaped, singing 
as it went, mid making a oontanuons mnsio as 
crystal, 

Angelique was never weary ^ ^ oat4^4be«way 
nook. Tet tar seven years i^*had seen there 
tnonnng aaij what she had looked at on the peevioiia 
evening. The tseea in the little park of the Bdtsl 




IPhmen had i/ie privile^ of ’washing their linen. 
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Yoiticonrii, whose fi^ont was on the Ghrand Bae, were 
so tufted and bushy that it was only in the winter she 
oonld occasionally catch a glimpse of the daughter of 
the Countess, Mademoiselle Claire, a young girl of her 
own age. 

In the garden of the Bishop was a still more dense 
thickness of branches, and she had often tried in Tun 
to distinguish there the violet-coloured cassock of 
Mbnseignenr; and the old gate, with its Venetian slats 
above and at the sides, must have been ftstened up for 
a very long time, for she never remembered to have 
seen it opened, not even for a gardener to pass through. 
Besides the washerwomen in the Clos, she always saw 
the same poor, ragged little children playing or sleep* 
ing in the grass. 

The spring this year was unusually mild. She was 
just sixteen years of age, and until now she had been 
glad to welcome with her eyes alone the growing green 
again of the Clos-Marie under the April sunshine. 
The shooting out of the tender leaves, the tranq)aren(y 
of the worm evenings, and all the reviving odours of 
the earth had simply amused her heretofore. But this 
year, at the first bud, her heart seemed to beat more 
quickly. As -the grass- grew higher and the wind 
l^nght to her all the strong perfumes of the fresh 
verdure, there was in her whole being an increasing 
agitation. Sudden ineiq>licable pain would at times 
seise her throat and almost choke her. One evening 
she ! threw .herself, weeping, into Hubertine’s arms, 
having no cause whatever toe grief, but, on the exm- 
Isngyf overwhelmed witii so grrat, unknown a happi- 
ness that her heart, was too full fi>r restraint. Bithe 
dreams w’ere delightful. SOiadows seemed to 
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pass before her, and she fell into sndi an ecstatic state 
that on awakening she did not dare to recall them, so 
confased was she by the angelic visions of bliss. Some* 
times, in the middle of her great bed, she wonld rouse 
herself suddenly, her two hands joined and pressed 
against her breast as if a heavy bnrden were weighing 
her down and almost snffocating her. She would then 
jump up, rush across the room in her bare feet, and, 
opening the window wide, would stand there, trembling 
slightly, until at last the pure fresh air calmed her. 
She was continually surprised at this great change in 
herself, as if the knowledge of joys and griefs hi^erto 
unknown had been revealed to her in the enchantment 
of dreams, and that her eyes had been opened to 
natural beauties which surrounded her. 

Wlmt — was it really true that the unseen lilacs 
and labumuma of the Bishop's garden had so sweet an 
odour that she could no longer breathe it without a 
flush of colour, mounting to her cheeks ? Never before 
had she perceived this warmth of perfume which now 
touched her as if with a living breath. 

And again, why had she never remarked in pre* 
ceding years a great Japanese Paulownia in blossom, 
which looked like an immense violet bouquet as it 
appeared between two elm-trees in the garden of the 
Voincourts ? I'his year, as soon as she looked at it, 
her eyes grew moist, so much was she affected tiie 
delicate tints of the pale purple flowers. She also 
fancied that the Ghevrotte h^ never chattered so gaily 
over the pebbles among the willows on its banks, The 
river certainly talked ; she listened to its vague words, 
constantly repeated, which filled her heart with trouble. 
Was it, then, no longer the field of other days, that every- 
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thing in it so astonished her and affected her senses in 
so unusual a way ? Or, rather, was not she herself so 
changed that, for the first time, she appreciated the 
beauty of the coming into life of trees and plants ? 

But the Cathedral at her right, the enormous mass 
which obstructed the sky, surprised her yet more. 
Each morning she seemed to see it for the first time ; 
she made constant discoveries in it, and was delighted 
to think that these old stones lived and had lived like 
herself. She did not reason at all on the subject, she 
had very little knowledge, but she gave herself up to 
the mystic flight of the giant, whose coming into ex- 
istence had demanded three centuries of time, and 
where were placed one above the other the faith and the 
belief of generations. At the foundation, it was kneel- 
ing as if crushed by prayer, with the Bomanesque 
chapels of the nave, and with the round arched win* 
dowB, plain, unomamented, except by slender columns 
under the archivolts. Then it seemed to rise, lifting 
its face and hands towards heaven, with the pointed 
windows of its nave, built eighty years later ; high, 
delicate windows, divided by mullions on which were 
broken bows and roses. Then again it sprung from the 
earth as if in ecstasy, erect, with the piers and flying 
buttresses of the choir finished and ornamented two 
centuries after in the fullest flamboyant Gothic, charged 
with its bell-turrets, spires, and pinnacles, A balus- 
trade had been added, ornamented with trefoils, border- 
ing the terrace on the chapels of the apse. Gargoyles 
at the foot of the flying buttresses carried off the wate^ 
from the roofs. The top was also decorated with 
flowery emblems. The whole edifice seemed to burst 
into blossom in proportion as it approached the sky ih 
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a continual upward flight, as if, relieved at being de* 
livered from the ancient sacerdotal terror, it was about 
to lose itself in the bosom of a God of pardon and of 
love. It seemed to have a physical sensation which 
permeated it, made it light and happy, like a samed- 
hymn it had just heard sung, very pure and holy, as it 
passed into the upper air. 

Moreover, the Cathednd was alive. Hundreds of 
swallows had constructed, their nests under the borders 
of trefoil, and even in the hollows of the bell>tnrrets and 
the pinnacles, and they were continually brushing.iheir 
wings against the flying buttresses and the piers which 
they inhabited. There were also the wood-pigeons of 
the elms in the Bishop’s garden, who held themselves 
up proudly on the borders of the terraces, going slowly, 
as if walking merely to show themselves off. Some- 
times, half lost in the blue sky, looking, scarcely larger 
than a fly, a crow alighted on the point of a ^ire to 
smooth its wings. The old stones themselves were ani- 
mated by the quiet working of the roots of a whole flora 
of plants, the lichens and the grasses, which pushed 
themselves through the openings in the walls. On very 
stormy days the entire apse seemed to awake and tq 
grumble under the noise of the rain. as it beat against 
the leaden tiles of the roof, nmning off by the gutters 
of the cornices and rolling from story to story with 
the damouT of an overflowing torrent. Even ^e tei^ 
rible winds of October and of Mardi gave to it a soul, 
a double voice of anger and of supplication, as they 
whidJ^ tirongh its forests of gables and arcades' 
roseate ommeints and of little oojnmns. The sun also 
fill^ it with life finm the changing play of its rays.;, 
from tlm early morning, which rejuvenated it wi& f 



THE DREAM 


79 


delioate gaiety, even to the evening, when, nnder the 
Bligh% lengthened-ont shadows, it basked in the iin> 
known. 

And it had its interior existence. The cetemonies 
with which it’ was ever vibrating, the constant swinging 
of its bells, the mnsio of the organ, and the chanting 
of the priests, all these were like the pulsation of its 
veins. There was always a living murmnr in it : half- 
lost BOtmds, like the faint echo of a Low Mass; the 
rustling of the kneeling penitents, a slight, scarcely 
perceptible shivering, nothing but the devout ardour of 
a prayer said without words and with closed lips. 

Now, as the days grew longer, Angelique passed 
more and more tune in the morning and evening with 
her elbows on the balustrade of the balcony, side by 
side with her great friend, the Cathedral. She loved it 
the best at night, when she saw the enormous mass 
detadi itself like a huge block on the starry skies. The 
form of the building was lost. It was with difScnlty 
that she could even distinguish the dying buttresses, 
which were thrown like bridges into the empty space. 
It was, nevertheless, awake in the darkness, filled with 
a dream of seven centuries, mode grand by the multi- 
tudes who had hoped or despaired before its altars. It 
was a continual watch, coming from the infinite of the 
pa8t,goingto the eternity of the future; the mysterious 
and tenifymg wakefulness of a house where Clod Him- 
self never deeps. And in the dark, motionless, living 
mass, her looks were sure to seek the window of a 
bhapd of the choir,' on the level of the bushes of the 
Olos^Marie, the onlj one whidi was lighted up, and 
wjddi seemed like on ^e which was kept open all the 
Behind it; at the comer of a pillar, was an 
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eTerrbarning altar-lamp. In fact, it waa the same 
chapel which the abbots of old had given to Jean Y. 
d’Hantecootir, and to his descendants, with the right 
of being buried there, in return for their liberality. 
Dedicated to Saint George, it had a stained-glass win? 
dow of the twelfth century, on which was painted the 
legend of the saint. From the moment of the coming 
on of twilight, this historic representation came out 
from the shade, lighted up as if it were an apparition, 
and that was why Angelique was fascinated, and loved 
this particular point, as she gazed at it with her dreamy 
eyes. 

The background of the window was blue and the 
edges red. Upon this sombre richness of colouring, 
the personages, whose flying draperies allowed their 
limbs to be seen, stood out in relief in clear light on 
the glass. Three scenes of the Legend, placed one 
above the other, filled the space quite to the upper arch; 
At the bottom, the daughter of the king, dressed in 
costly royal robes, on her way from the city to be eaten 
by the dreadful monster, meets Saint George near the 
pond, from which the head of the dragon already ap- 
pears ; and a streamer of silk bears these words : ‘ Good 
Knight, do not run any danger for me, as yon can 
neither hdp me nor deliver me, but will We to perish 
with me.’ Then in the middle the combat takes place, 
and the saint, on horseback, cuts the beast through and 
through. This is explained by the following words; 
* George wielded so well his lance that he wounded the 
enemy and threw him upon the earth.’ -At last, at the 
top, the Princess is seen leading jjack into the city the 
oonquered dragon: ^George said, **Tie your sparf 
around his neck, and do not be afirilid of anything, oh 
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beautiful maiden, for when you have done so he will 
follow you like a well-trained dog.” ’ 

When the window was new it must have been sur- 
mounted in the middle of the arch ly an ornamental 
design. But later, when the cliapel belonged to the 
Hanteccenrs, they replaced the original work by their 
family coat of arms. And that was why, in the obscure 
nights, armorial bearings of a more recent date shone 
out above the painted legend. They were the old family 
arms of Hautecoeur, quartered with the well-known 
shield of Jerusalem; the latter being argent, a cross 
potenc^e, or, between four crosselettes of the same; 
and those of the family, azure, a castle, or, on it a 
shield, sable, charged with a human heart, argent, the 
whole between three fieors-de-lys, or; the shield was 
supported on the dexter and sinister sides by two 
wyvems, or ; and surmounted by the silver helmet with 
its blue feathers, embossed in gold, placed frontwise, and 
closed by eleven bars, which belongs only to Dukes, 
Marshals of France, titled Lords and heads of Sove- 
reign Corporations. And for motto were these words ; 
* 8i Dim voU, ie vnmV 

Little by. little, from having seen him piercing the 
monster with bis lance, whilst the king’s^ daughter 
raised her clasped hands in supplication, Angelique 
became enamoured of Saint George. He was her hero. 
At the distance where she was she could not well dis- 
tingnish the figures, and die looked at them as if in the 
aggrandisement of a dream ; ' the young girl was slight, 
was a blonde, and, in short, had a face not unlike her 
own, while the" saint was frank, and noble lookmg, with 
tile beanty of an archangel. It was as if* she herself 
. had just been saved, and she could have kissed hip 

o 
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bands wiih gratitade. And to this adrentave, of which 
she dreamed confnsedly, of meeting on the horder^ of 
a lake and of being rescned fix>m a great danger by a 
yonng man more beantifnl than the day, .was added the 
recollection of her excursion to the GMtean of Hante^ 
codnr, and a calling np to view of the fendid donjon, in 
its original state, peopled with the noble lords of olden, 
times. 

The arms glistened like the stars on snmmer nights ; 
she. knew them well, she read them easily, with their 
sonorous words, for she was so in the habit of embroider- 
ing heraldic symbols. There was Jeon V., who stopped 
from door to door in the town ravaged ly the plague^ 
and went in to kiss the lips of the dying, and cured 
them saying, ' 8% Dim voU^ie meU* And Felicianlll., 
who, forewarned that a severe illness prevented Philippe 
le Bel from going to Palestine, went there in his place, 
barefooted and holding a candle in his hand, and for 
that he had the right of quartering the arms of Jeru- 
salem with his own. Other and yet other histories 
came to her mind, especially those of the ladies of Hante- 
coeur, the ‘happy dead,* as they were called in the 
Legend. In that &mily the women die young, in the 
midst of some great happiness. Sometimes two or three 
generations, would be spared, then suddenly Death 
would appear, smiling, as with gentle hands he caivied 
away the daughter or the wife of a Hautecoeur, the 
oldest of them being scarcely twenty years of age, at . ' 
the momOnt when th^ were at the height of ictarth^ 
love and blias. *For instance, Laurette, dauj^ter df 
Baonl I., on the evening of her dietrotl^ to h^ oouj^ 
BudUu*d, who lived in the castle, having seated h«i^' 
stt heir wmdow in ^ c£ David, mw Idoa at 
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window ia lihe Tower of Charlemagne, and, thinlring die 
heard him call her, as at that moment a ray of moon> 
light aeemed to throw a bridge between them, she 
walked toward him. Bat when in the middle ahe made 
in her haste a fidse step and overpassed the ray, she 
fell, and was crashed at the foot of the tower. So since 
that day, each night when the moon is bright and dear, 
die can be seen walking in the air aroond the Ch&tean, 
which is bathed in white by the silent tonoh of her 
immense robe. Then Balbine, wife of Hervfi Yll., 
thonght for six months that her husband had been killed 
in the wars. Bat, nnwilling to give np all hope, she 
watdied for him daily from the top of the donjon, and 
when at last she saw him one morning otfthe l^hway, 
retnming to his home, sho ran down qnicldy to meet 
him, bat was so overcome with joy, that she fell dead at 
the entrance of the castle. Even at this day, notwith* 
standing the rains, os ^soon as twilight falls, it is said 
she still descends the steps, runs from story to story, 
glides throagh the corridms and the rooms, and passes 
like a phantom throagh the gaping windows which open 
into the desert void. All return. Isabean, Gadale, 
Ycaine, Aostreberthe, all these ‘ happy dead,’ loved 
the stem messenger, who spared them from the vicissi- 
tades of life by taking them saddenly when, in early 
youth, they thought only of happiness. On certain 
nights tbia white-robed band fill Ihe house as if with a 
flight of doves. To their namber had lately been added 
mother of the son of Monseignenr, who was found 
li&less on the floor by the cradle of her in&ot, where, 
althoogh ill, she dragged herself to die, in the fblness 
of hear delight at embradhg him. These had hannted 
the imsginataon of Angeliqoe; she spoke of them as if 
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th^ were &cts of recent occurrence, which might hard 
happened the day before. She had read the names of 
Lanrette and of Balbine on old memorial tablets let 
into the walls of the chapel. Then why should not she 
also die young and veiy happy, as i^y had ? The 
armouries would glisten as now, the saint would come 
down firom his place in the stained-glass window, and 
she would be carried away to heaven on the sweet 
breath of a Mss. Why not ? 

The ‘ Golden Legend ’ had taught her this : Was not 
it true that the miracle is really the common law, and 
follows the natural course of events ? It exists, is active, 
works with an extreme facility on every occasion, mnltio 
plies itself^ spreads itself out, overflows even uselessly, 
as if for the pleasure of contradicting the sedf-evident 
rules of Nature. Its power seems to be on the same 
plane as that of the Creator. Abrigan, King of Edeese, 
'^tes to Jesus, who replies to Um. Ignatius receives 
letters from the Blessed Virgin. In all places the 
Mother and the Son appear, disguise themselves, and 
talk with an air of smiling good-nature. When Steiflien 
meets them they are very familiar with him. All the 
virgins are wed to Jesus, and the martyrs mount to 
heaven, where they are to be united to Mary. And as 
for the angds and saints, they are the ordinary com- 
panions of men. They come, they go, they pass through 
Walls, they appear in dreams, they speak fixnn the 
height of clouds, th^ assist at births and deaths, they 
support those who are tortured, they deliver Ikose who! 
are in prison, and Ike^ go on dangwous missions. .EoK 
towing in their fix>tsteps is an inexhafistible efflorescence 
(^perod^fies. Sylvestor bm^ the' month of a dra^n 
with a thread. The earth. liseB to make a seat ^ 
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Hilary, whose companions widied to humiliate him. A 
predous stone fidls into the chalice of Smnt Loup. A 
tree crndies the enemies of Saint Martin ; a dog^ lets 
loose a hare, and a great fire ceases to bum at his com- 
mand. Mary the Egyptian walks upon the sea; honey- 
bees fiy from the mouth of Ambrosias at his birth. 
Continually saints cure diseases of the eye, withered 
limbs, paralysis, leprosy, and especially the plague. 
There is no disease that resists the sign of the Gross. 
In a crowd, the snfiering and the feeble are placed to- 
gether, that they may be cured in a mass, as if by a 
thunderbolt. I)eath itself is conquered, and resurrecticins 
are so frequent that they become quite an everyday 
afihir. And when the saints themselves are dead the 
wonders do not cease, but are redoubled, and are like 
perennial flowers which spring from their tombs. It is 
said that from the head and the feet of Nicholas flowed 
two fountains of oil which cured every ill. When the 
tomb of Saint Cecilia was opened on odour of roses came 
up from her coffin. That of Dorothea was filled with 
manna. AU the bones of virgins and of martyrs per- 
formed marvels: they confounded liars, they forced 
robbers to give back their stolen goods, th^ granted the 
prayers of childless wives, they brought the d 3 ring back 
to life. Nothing was impossible for them ; in fact the 
invisible reigned, and the only law was the caprice of 
the supernatural. Li the temples the sorcerers mix 
tbmnsdves up with the popular idea, and scythes cut 
0ie grass without beiug hdd, brass serpents move, and 
one hears bronze statues laugh and wolves sing. Im- 
mediatdy the saintB*reply and overwhelm them. The 
Host is changed into living food, sacred Christian images 
shed drc^ of blood, sticks set upright in the ground 
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UoBaom into flower, springe of pore water appear in dry 
places, warm loaves of bread mnlfciplytliemaelveB at the 
feet of the needy, a tree bows down before some holy 
person, and so on. Then, again, decapitated heads 
speak, broken chalices mend themsrives, the rain toms 
aside from a chnich to submerge a neighboaring palace, 
the robes of hermits never wear ont, bat renew them* 
selves at each season like the skin of a beast. In 
Jtxmenia at one time the persecators threw into the sea 
the leaden coffins of five martyrs, and the one contain- 
ing the body of Saint Bartholomew the Apostle took 
the lead, and the four others accompanied it as a goard 
of honoor. So, all together, in regular order, like a fine 
sqaadron, they floated slowly along, urged by the breeze, 
t^ugh the whole length of the sea, until they reached 
the shores of Sicily. 

Angelique was a firm believer in miracles. In her 
ignorance she lived surrounded by wonders. The rising 
of the stars, or the opening of a violet ; each fitct was a 
surprise to her. It would have appeared to her simply 
ridicnlouB to have imagined the world so mechanical as 
to be governed by fixed laws. There were so many 
things &r beyond W comprehension, she felt herself So 
weak and helpless in the midst of forces whose power it 
was impossible to measure, that she would not even 
have suspected they existed, had it not been for the 
great questioning breath wUch at times passed over 
her feoe. So, trusting, and as thoroughly Ghristian as 
if belonging to the primitive Church, spiritually fed by 
her readings firom the ‘ Golden Legend,' she gave herself 
op entirely into the hands of Gfod^with only the qpot of 
original sin to be cleansed feom her soul. She had nt> 
Uberiy aS at^on or freedom of will ; God alone could 
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secure her salTatioa giving her the of His grace. 
That grace had been already manifested by bringing her 
to the hospitable roof of the Huberts, where, under the 
shadow of the Cathedral, die could lead a liie of sub* 
giission, of purity, and of iaith. She often heard within 
her soul the grumblings of hereditary tendeni^ to evil, 
and asked herself what would have become of her had 
she been left on her native soil. Without doubt she 
would have been bad ; while here, in this blessed comer 
of the earth, she had grown np free from temptation, 
strong and healthy. Was it not grace that had given 
her this home, where she was surrounded by such 
charming histories she hod so easily committed to 
memory, where she had learned such perfect &ith in 
the present and hope in the future, and where the in> 
visible and unknown, or the miracles of ages, seemed 
natural to her, and quite on a level with her daily life? 
It had armed her for all combats, as heretofore it had 
armed the martyrs. And she created an imaginary ex« 
perience for herself almost unknowingly. It was, in 
fact, the inevitable result of a mind oveniharged and 
excited by fables ; it was increased by her ignorance of 
the lift within and about her, as well as from her lone* 
liness. She had not had many companions, so all 
desires went from hw only to return to her. 

Sometimes she was in such a peculiar state that she 
would put her hands over her ftce, as if doubting her 
own identity. Was she hersdf only an illusion, and 
would she niddmily disappear some ^y and vanishinto 
nothingness? Who would tell her the troth ? 

One evening in ^ following May, on this same 
balo<my where she had spent so much time in vague 
dreams, tiie suddenly broke into tears. She was nofe 
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lovf-spirited in the least, bnt it seemed to her as if her 
anxiety arose from a vain expectation of a visit .from 
someone. Yet who was there to come ? It was veiy 
dark; the Clos-Marie marked itself out like a great 
black spot under the sky filled with stars, and she could 
bnt vaguely distinguish the heavy masses of the old elm- 
trees of the Bishop’s garden, and of the park of the 
Hdtel Yoincourt. Alone the window of the chapel 
sent out a little light. If no one were to come, why did 
her heart beat so rapidly ? It was nothing new, this 
feeling of waiting, or of hope, but it was dated from the 
long ago, finm her early youth ; it was like a desire, a 
looking forward for something which had grown with 
her growth, and ended in this feverish anxiety of her 
seventeen years. Nothing would have snrpri^ her, 
as for weeks she had heard the sound of voices in this 
mysterious comer, peopled by her imagination. The 
* Oolden Legend ’ had left there its supernatural world of 
saints and martyrs, and the miracle was all ready to ap- 
pear there. She understood well that everythbig was 
animated, tbat the voices came fi»)m olyects hitherto 
sUent ; that the leaves of the trees, the waters of the 
Chevrotte,andthe stones of the Cathedral spoke to her. 
But what was it that all these whisperings from the 
invisible wished to explain ? What did these unknown 
forces above, and around her wish to do with her as they 
floated in the air ? She kept her eyes fixed upon the 
darkness, as if she were at an appointed meeting with 
tihe knew not whom, and she waited, still waited, until ; 
she was overcome with deep, whilst it seemed to her as 
if some supernatural power were .deciding her destiny, 
inrespective of her will or wish; 

■ jFor fyxa evraings Angeliqoe was nervous, and w^ 
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great deal in the darkness. She remained in her 
nsual place and was patient. The atmosphere seemed 
to envelop her, and as it increased in density it oppressed 
her more and more, as if the horizon itself had become 
smaller and was shutting her in. Everything weighed 
upon her heart. Now there was a dull murmuring of 
voices in her brain ; yet she was not able to hear them 
clearly, or to distinguish their meaning. It was as if 
Nature itself had taken possession of her, and the earth, 
with the vast heavens above it, had penetrated into her 
being. At the least sound her hands burned and her 
eyes tried to pierce the darkness. Was the wonderful 
event about to take place, the prodigy she awaited ? No, 
there was nothing yet. It was probably merely the 
beating of the wings of a night bird. And she listened 
again, attentively, until she could distinguish the differ- 
ence of sound between the leaves of the elms and the 
willows. At least twenty times she trembled violently 
when a little stone rolled in the rivulet, or a prowling 
animal jumped over the wall. She leaned forward ; but 
there was nothing — still nothing. 

At latt, after some days, when at night a warmer 
darkness fell from the sky where no moon was visible, 
a change began. She felt it, but it was so slight, so 
almost imperceptible, she feared, that she might have 
been mistaken in the little sound she heard, which 
seemed unlike the usual noises she know so well. She 
held her breath, as the sound seemed very long in return- 
ing. At last it came again, louder than before, but equally 
confused. She would have said it came from a great 
distance, that it wasia scarcely-defined step, and that 
the trembling of tha air announced the approach of 
something out of sight an.d out of hearing. That which 
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dift.Tras ezpedang came dbwly fiom the inTisible slight 
movement of what snnonnded her. Little by little it 
disengaged itself from her dream, like a realisation of 
the vagoe longings of her youth. Was it the Saint 
Geoige of the chapel window, who had come down from 
his place and was walking on the giUss in silence to« 
war^ her? Just then, by chance, the altaivjight was 
dimmed, so that she could not distinguish the &intest 
outline of th^ figures on the painted glass, but all 
seemed like a blue doud of vapoury mist.. .That was all 
she heard or learned at that time of the mystery. 

But on the morrow, at the same hour, by a like ob> 
soucity, the noise increased and approached a little 
nearer. It was certainly the sound of steps, of real 
steps, which walked upon the earth. They would stop 
for a moment, then recommence here and there, moving 
up and down, without her bdng able to. say precisely 
where they were. Perhaps they came from the garden 
of the .Yoincourts, where some night pedestrian was 
lingering under the trees. Or it might be, rather, that 
they were in the tufted masses of the great lilac-bushes 
of ^e park of the Bishop, whose strong perfume made 
hw almost ill. She might do her best. to try to pene- 
trate the darkness, it was only by her hearing that she . 
was forewarned of the coming events, aided a little by 
her sense of smell, as the perfume of the flowers was' 
inmeased as if a Ineath were minj^ed with it. . And so 
fbr several nights the stops resonnded.under the balcony, ^ 
nud die listened as ^eyoame ziearer, until th^'reaoh^ 
die wdls under her feet. There th^.stopped, 8nfl .iv' 
,loQg dlenoe fifilowed, until die sgemed dmcfst to loe%. 
otmscioiisnesis in this dow embrace smnet^ing/ lof/ 
,whidi.die.was ignorant. ' 
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Not long aftel*, she saw one evening the little ores- 
cent of the new, moon appear among the stars. But it 
soon disappeared behind the brow of the Cathedral, like 
a bright, living eye that the lid re-covers. Bhe followed 
it with Yegret, and at each nightfall she awaited its 
appearance, watched its growth, and was impatient for 
this torch which would ere long light up the invisible. 
In fact, little by little, the Clos-Marie came out from 
the obscurity, with the ruins of its old mill, its clusters 
of trees, and its rapid little river. And then, in the light, 
creation continuei That which came from a vision 
ended in being embodied. For at first she only per- 
ceived that a dim shadow was moving under the moon- 
light. What was it, then ? A branch moved to and 
fro by the wind ? Or was it a large bat in constant 
motion ? There were moments when everything (is- 
appeared, and the field slept in so deathly a stillness 
that she thought her eyes had deceived her. Soon 
there was no longer any doubt possible, for a dark ob- 
ject had certainly just crossed the open space and had 
glided from one willow-tree to another. It appeared, then 
disappeared, without her being able exactly to define it. 

One evening she thought she distinguished the dim 
outline of two shoulders, and at once she turned her 
. eyes towards the chapel window. It had a greyish tint, 
as if empty, for the moon shining directly upon it had 
deadened the light within. At that moment she noticed 
the living shadow grew larger, as it approached 
i^ntinnaUy nearer and nearer, walking in the grass at 
side of the church. In proportion as she realised 
^it was, a. fact sonieone was there, she was overcome 

^ Jndefinable sensation, a nervous feeling that one 
, oh being looked at by mysterious unseen 
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Certamly someone was t^ere under the trees who 
wiu regarding her fixedly. She had on her hands and 
face, as it were, a physical impression of those long, 
ardent, yet timid looks ; bat die did not withdraw her- 
self from them, because she knew they were pure, and 
came from the enchanted world of which she had read 
in the ‘ Golden Legend * ; and, in the certainty of a pro- 
mised happiness, her first anxiety was quickly changed 
into a delicious tranquillity. 

One night, suddenly, on the ground whitened by 
the moon’s rays, the shadow designed itself plainly and 
clearly. It was indeed that of a man whom die could not - 
see, as he was hidden the willows. As he did not 
move, she wm able to look for a long time at his shadow. 

IVom that moment Angeliqne had a secret. Her 
bore, whitewashed chamber was filled with it. She 
.remained there for hours lying on her great bed — ^where 
she seemed lost, she was so little — her eyes closed, but 
not adeep, and seeing continually before her, in her 
waking dreams, this motionless sh^ow upon the earth. 
When she re-opened her eyes at dawn, her looks 
wandered from the enormous wardrobe to the old canred 
chest, from the porcelain stove to the little' toilet- 
table, as if surprised at not seeing there the mysterious 
silhouette, whidi she could have so eadly and precisely 
traced from memory.' In her deep she had seen it 
gliding among the pale heather-blossoms on her curtains. 
In her drMms, as in her waking hours, her mind was 
filled with it. It was a companion shadow to her own. 
She had thus a double being, although she was alone 
with her &ncies. •' ^ 

. .Utis secret she confided to no (me, n<^ even to 
Hubertine, to whom, until nbw, she had always toldl 
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even W thoughts. When the latter, surprised at her 
gaiety, questioned her, she blushed deeply as riie replied 
that the early spring had made her very, happy. From 
morning to evening she hummed little snatches of song, 
like a bee intoxicated by the heat of the sun’s rays. 
Never before had the chasubles she embroidered been 
BO resplendent with silk and gold. The Huberts smiled 
as they watched her, thinking simply that this exnberf 
ance of spirits came from her state of perfect health. 
As the day waned she grew more excited, she sang at 
the rising of the moon, and as soon as the hour arrived 
she harried to her balcony, and waited for the shadow 
to appear. Daring all the first qnorters of the moon 
she fonnd it exact at each rendezvoos, erect and silent. 
But that was all. What was the caasa of it ? Why 
was it there ? Was it, indeed, only a shadow ? Was 
not it, perhaps, the saint who had left his window, or 
the angel who had formerly loved Saint Cecilia, and who 
had now come to love her in her tarn ? Althoogh she 
was nob vain, these thoughts made her proud, and were 
as sweet to W as an invisible caress. Then she grew 
impatient to know more, and her watching recom> 
menced. 

The moon, at its fall, lighted up the Clos-Morie. 
When it was at its zenith, the trees, ander the white 
rays which fell straight npon them in perpendionlar 
Hues, cast, no more shadows, bat were like ronning 
foantains of silent brightness. The whole garden was. 
bathed and filled with a luminous wave as limpid as 
crystal, and the brilliancy of it was so penetrating that 
everytl^g was cleanly seen, even to the fine catting’of 
the wiUow4eaves, The slightest possible trembling of 
air seemed to wrinkle this lake of rays, sleeping in the 
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tmirenal peace among the great elm-trees of the n^h- 
bonring garden and the gigantic farow of the Cathe&I. 

Two more eyenings had passed like this, when, on 
the third night, as AngeUqne was leaning on her ellxxwB 
and looking out, her heart seemed to receive a sudden 
shock. There, in the clear light, she saw him standing 
before her and looking at her. His shadow, like that 
of the trees, had disappeared under his feet, and he 
alone was there, distinctly seen. At this distance she 
saw — as if it were full day — that he was tall, slight^ a 
blonde, and apparently altout twenly years of age. He 
resembled either a Saint George or a superb picture 
of Christ, with his curly hair, his thin beard, his straight 
nose, rather large, and his proudly-smiling black eyes. 
And she recognised him perfectly ; never had she seen 
another like him ; it was he, her hero, and he .was ex- 
actly as she expected to find him. The wonder was at 
last accomplished •, the slow creation of the invisible 
had perfected itself in this living apparition, and he 
capie out fix>m the unknown, from the movement of 
things, from murmuring voices, fix>m the action of the 
night, from all that had enveloped her, nntil she almost 
fitinted into unconsciousness. She ^so saw him as if 
he were lifted above the earth, so supernatural appeared 
to-be his coming, whilst the miraculous seemed to sur^ 
round him on eveiy side as it floated over the mysterious 
moon-lake. He had as his escort the entire people oi 
the Legend— 'the saints whose stafih blossomed) ^ 

. wii{pns whose wounds shed nulk— and the stars seemed 
topale before this white group of perfection. 

Angeliqne .. continued to look«>at him. He. raiasd . 
^,faiB8,'8nd held them out, wide open.' - ^.was'-ni^; 
at'ali.efind^ but smiled,sweeti 2 ^, . . 
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CnAPTEB VI 

It was a great affair for the whole household when, 
erery three months, Hnbertine prepared the Mye’ for 
the wash. A woman was hired to aid them, the Mother 
Oahet, as she was called, and for four days tdl embroidery 
was laid aside, while Angeliqne took her part in the 
nnnsnal work, making of it a perfect amusement, as she 
soaped and rinsed the clothes in the clean water of the 
Chevrotte. The linen when taken from the ashes was 
wheeled to the Glos-Marie, through the little gate of 
communication in the garden. There the days were 
spent in the open air and the sunshine. 

* I will' do the wadimg this time,' mother, for it is 
the greatest of delights to me.’ 

And gaily laughing, with her sleeves drawn up 
above her 'elbows, flourishmg the beetle, Angelique 
sbMick the dothes most heartily in the pleasure of such 
iwalthy exercise. It liras hard work, but she thoroughly 
dij<^«d it, and only stopped occasionally to say a few 
w^ti^B. OT to show her shii^ face covered with foam. 

*Lobk, mother I This makes my anns strung. It 
'-does me a wwld good.’ 

Tim Gbevrotte' crossed the field diagonally, firrt' 
• drowsOy, then its ttiMm beoame very rapid as it 
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tiliTown m great bubbles over a pebbly 'deacent. It came 
from tbe garden of the Bishop, through a species of 
floodgate left at the foot of the wall, and at the other 
end it disappeared under an arched vault at the comer 
of the Hdtel Yoincourt, where it was swallowed up in 
the earth,' to reappear two hundred yards farther on, 
as it passed along the whole length of the Hue Basse 
to the Ligneul, into which it emptied itself. Therefore 
it was very necessary to watch the linen constantly, for, 
run as fast as possible, every piece that was oiuse let go 
was almost inevitably lost. 

< Mother, wait, wait a little ! I will put this heavy 
stone on the napkins. 'We shall then see if the river 
can carry them away. . The little thief ! ' 

She placed'the stone firmly, then returned to draw 
another from the old, tumble-down mill, enchanted to 
move about and to fatigue herself ; and, although she 
severely bruised her finger, she merely moistened it a 
little, saying, ‘ Oh I that is nothing.’ 

During the day the poor people who Weltered them- 
selves in the ruins went out to ask for disrity from the 
passers-l^ on the highways. So the Clos was quite 
deserted. It was a deliinous, flesh solitude, with its 
clusters of pale-green willows, its high poplar-trees, and 
'especially its verdure, its overflowing of de^rooted 
wild herbs and grasses, so hi^ that they came up. to 
one’s shoulders. A quivering silence came from tlm 
two neighbouring parks, whose great trees barred the^ 
horizon. -'After three o’clock in the afternoon tiie 
shadow of the Cathedral was lengthened out with, a 
calm sweetness and a perfume of evaporated inoenM. ^ 

Ai^lique continued to beat the linen harder stitt, * 
all the fbtce.ofhffl well-shaped white aims. 



THE DEEAM 


97 


* Oh| mothdr dear ! Ton can have no idea 'how 
htmgiy I shall be this evening ! ... Ah t yon know 
that yon have pioniised to give me a good strawberry- 
^ aUsa! 

On the day of the rinsing, Angeliqne was qnitc 
alone. The wEn Qabet, suffering from a sadden, severe 
attack of sciatica, hod not been able to come as nsnal, 
and Hnbertine was kept at home by other housdiold 
cares. 

Kneeling in her little box half filled with straw, the 
yonng girl took the pieces one by one, shook them for 
a long time in the swiftly-rolling stream, nntil the 
water was no longer dimmed, but had become as dear 
as crystal. She did not hnny at all, for since the 
morning she had been tormented by a great onriosi^, 
having seen, to her. astonishment, an old workman in a 
'white blouse, who was patting up a light scaffolding 
before the window of the Chapel Hautecoeur. Could it 
be that they were about to repair the stained-glass panes ? 
There was, it must be confessed, great need of doing ko. 
Several pieoes were wanting in the figure of Saint 
Gedrge, and in otiber places, where in the course of 
centuries panes that .had been ^ken had been replaced 
by ordpaiy glass. Still, all tliis was irritating to her. 
She was so accustomed to the gaps of the saint who was 
piercing the dragon with his sword, and of the royal 
princess as she led the conquered beast along with 
her. soagpf, that she already mourned as if one had the 
intihitimrtf mutilating them. It was sacrilege to think 
of (hamging such old, venerable things. But when she 
retnt^«d to the field ^fter her Innoh, all her angry 
fis«dings passed away immediately; for a second r^k- 
ttah was uj^ the ataging,a yonng man this tame,.who 
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ako'wore a white bbnee. And die had recognised him 1 
Itwashej Her hero! 

Gbilj, without any embarrassment, Angdiqne re^ 
Burned her place on her knees on the straw of her' box. 
Then, with her wrists bare, ^e put her hands in the 
deep, clear water, and recommenced shakmg the linen 
bock and forth. 

Yes, it was he — ^toll, slight, a blonde, with hie fine 
beard and his hiur curled like that of a god, his com- 
plexion as fresh as when she had first seen him under 
the white shadow of the moonlight. Since it was he, 
there was nothing to be feared for the window; were 
he to touch it, he would only embellish it. And it was 
no disappointment to her whatever to find him in this 
blouse, a workman like herself, a painter on gla8% no 
doubt. On. the contrary, this fiKst made her smile, so 
absblutely certain was she of the eventual fulfilment of 
her dream of royal fortune. Now, it was simply an 
appearance, a beginning. What gr^ would it do her 
to know who he was, fixtm whence he came, or whither 
he was going? 'Some morning he would prove to be 
that which she expected him to be. A shower of gold 
would stream from the roof of the Cathedral, a triumphal 
march would break forth in the distant rumblings cf 
the organ, and all would come true. She did not stay 
to ask herself Bow he could always be there, day and 
' night. Yet it was evident mther that he must' live in , 
one of the neighbouring houses, or he must pass by ' 
the lane des Onerdaches, which ran by the 
B&hbp's.pmrk to the Rue Maghfore. ' . . ' ’ 

'Him a dharming hour passed 1y. She bait fb^ 
she rinsed her Unen, her moe ahnost touching tlit ; 
water; but, each tinm she took a diUbneot 
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raised her Jiead, and cast towards the diardt a 
look, in which, from the agitation of her heart, was a 
little (^-hatnred malice. And he, npob the scaflbld- 
ing, with an air of being closely occnpied m examining 
the state of the window, tnmed towards her, glancing 
other sideways, and evidently mncbdistnrbed whenever 
she snrprised him domg so. It was astonishing how 
quickly he blnshed, how dark red his face became. At 
the slightest emotion, whether of anger or interest, all 
the blood in his. veins seemed to mount to his &ce. He 
had flashing eyes, which showed will ; yet he was so 
diffident, that, when he knew he was being oriticiBed, 
he was embarrassed os a little child, did not seem to 
know what to do with his hands, and stammered ont 
his orders to-the old man who accompanied him. 

As for Angeliqne, that which delighted her most, os 
she refreshed her arms in this tnrbnlent waterj was to 
picture him innocent like herself, ignorant of the world, 
and with an equally intense desire to have a taste of 
life. There was no need ot lus telling to otbers who 
he was, for had not invimfale messengers and nnseen 
lips m^e known to her that he was to be her own ? 
6he.looked once more, just as he was taming his head ; 
and so the minutes passed, and it was ddicdons. 

Suddenly she saw that he jumped from the staging, 
then that he walked backwards quite a distance through 
the grass, as if to take a certain position from which 
he. oionld mmmine (he window more easily. But she 
conld not help onfliag, so evident was it that he simp^ 
a^hed to iqq«oaoh her. He had made a firm decisiotty 
Mfcs.a trho risks everything, and now it was too«hr 
^ 1 % as oomhnl^ see. that he remained standiliig. 
A steps fiops haft btr l^k towards her, not.daang 
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to move, fearing that he had been too hasty in coming 
BO &r as he had done. For a moment die thought be 
would go hack again to the chapel-window as he had 
come from it, without paying any attention to her.- 
However, becoming desperate, at last he turned, and 
as at that moment die was glancing in his directiim, 
their eyes met, and they remained gazing fixedly at 
each other. They were both deeply confused ; th^ lost 
their sdf-possession, and -might never have been able to 
regain it, had not a dramatic incident aroused them. 

* Oh dear ! Oh dear 1 ’ exclaimed the young girl, in- 
distreas. 

In her excitement, a dressing-sacque, which she had 
been rinsing unconsdondy, had just escaped her, and 
the stream was fast bearing it away. Tet another 
minute and it would disappear round the comer of the 
wall of the Yoincourt park, under the arched vault 
through whidi the Chevrotte passed. 

There were severd seconds of anxious waiting. He. 
saw at once what had happened, and rushed forward. 
But the current, leaping over the pebbles, carried this 
sacque, which seemed possessed, as it went along, much 
more rapidly than he. He stoo^, thinking he had 
caught it, but took up only a handful of soapy foam. 
Twice he fiuled. The third time he almost fell. Then, 
quite vexed, with a brave look as if doing something at . 
the peril of his life, he went into the water, and kaz^ 
the garment, just as it was about being drawn under, 
the ground. 

. Angelique, who until now had followed the resctie 
anxioutiy, quite upset, as if Ihr^tened'by a grmt mii^'' 
fortttnei was so reliev^ that she had an intenn desae.^. 
to ^ngiu This .feeling was partly nervous, it is tn^.. 
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bnt nob entirely so. For was not this the adventure of 
which she had so often dreamed ? This meeting on the 
border of a lalco ; the terrible danger from which she 
was to be saved by a young man, more beautiful than 
the day? Saint George, the tribune, the warrior! 
These were simply united in one, and he was this 
painter of stained glass, this young workman in his 
white blouse! When she saw him coming back, his 
feet wet through and through, as he held the dripping 
camisole awkwardly in his hand, realising the ridiculous 
side* of the energy he had employed in saving it ftx>m 
the waves, she was obliged to bite her tongue to check 
the outburst of gaiety which seemed almost to choke 
her. 

He foigot himself as he looked at her. She was 
like a most adorable child in this restrained mirth with 
which all her youth seemed to vibmte. Splashed with 
water, her arms almost chilled by the stream, she 
seemed to send forth from herself the purity aud clear* 
ness of these living springs which rushed from the 
mossy woods. She was an impersonation of health, 
joy, and freshness, in the full sunlight. One could 
easily fancy that i^e might be a careful housekeeper 
and a queen withal as she was there, in her working 
dress, with her tiender waist, her regal neck, her oval 
face, such as one reads of in fairy-tales. And he did 
not know how to give her back the linen, he found her 
so nquisite, so perfect a representation of the beauty of 
the art he loved. It enraged him, in spite of himself 
that he should have the air of an idiot, as he plainly 
saw the effort she nuSde not to laugh. Bnt he was 
frxroed to do something, so at last he gave her bade the 
saoqne. 
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Then Angeliqne realised that if she were to opra 
Heir month and try to thank him, she wonld ehoot. 
Poor fellow! die i^mpathised with him and pitied him. 
Bat it was irresistible; die was happy, and needed to 
give expression to it ; she mnst yield to the guety with 
which her heart overflowed. It was such lovely weather, 
,and all life was so beantifol ! 

At last she thought she might speak, wishing simply 
' to say : ‘ Thank you, Monaienr.’ 

Bat the wish to laugh had returned, and mode her 
stammer, interrupting her at each word. It was a 
loud, cheery laugh, a sonorous outpouring of pearly 
notes, which sang sweetly to the ciystdline accompanir 
ment 'of the Ghevrotte. 

The young man was so disconcerted that he could 
find nothing to say. His usually pale &ce hod become 
very red, the timid, childlike expression of his eyes hod 
changed into a fiery one, like that of an eagle, and he 
mov^ away quickly. He disappeared with the oM 
workman, and even then she continued to laugh as she 
bent over the water, again splashing herself as she 
shool^ the clothes hither and. thither, rejoicing in the 
brightoess of the happy day. 

On the morrow he came on hour earlier. But at 
five o'clock in the morning the linen, which had- bemi . 
.dripping all night, was spread out on the grass. There 
was a brisk wind, which was excellent f<» drying; : Bht 
in ord«r that the dififerent articles need not be blown 
away, they were kept m .pl^ 1^. putting little pebbles 
<m their four commu. ^e whoje wash was ther^ lotdE* ... 
.fstg of, a dassling whitmess among the green hfofbsiiK^. 
having a strong odotir of plai^ al^at it, andinai!^;. 

meadow as if it had; shdd^y tblcasomed oitt 
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Wbsa Ijogelique came to look at it after Iveakfaat, 
diema distressed, . for so strong had become the gosts 
of wind that all threatened to be carried away. Already 
a sheet had started, and several napkins had gone to 
fhstea themselves to the branches of a willow. She 
fortunately caught them, but then the handkerchiefs 
began to fly. There was no one to help her; she was 
' (!p lightened that she lost all her presence of mind. 
When she tried to spread out the sheet agom, she had a 
regular battle, for she was qipte lost in it, as it covered 
her with a great crackling sound. 

Through all the noise of the wind she heard a 
voice saying, * Mademoiselle, do yon wish me to help 
you?’ 

It was he, and immediately she cried to him, with 
no other thought than her [He-occnpation as a good 
housewife : 

‘ Of coarse 1 wish it. Come wd hdp me, then. 
Take the end over there, nearer to yon. Hold it 
firm ! ’• . 

The sheet, whioS they stretched out with their 
strong arms, flapped backwards and forwards like a sail. 
At last they succeeded in patting it on the ground, and 
then placed upon it much heavier stones than before. 
And now. that, quite conquered^ it sank quietly down, 
neither of them thought. leaving their places, hat 
■ rtmunned on their knees at the cq>posite comers, sepa* 
sated by this great.piece of pim white linen. 

.She smiled,, but this time without malice. It was a > 
ji^knt message of thanks.^ He became by degrees a 
-!ttt^ bpldv. , * 

‘ ]fy name is iWlicien.’ 

' mine ii Angd^pe.' 
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*ram a painter on gloss, and bave been cbaiged to 
repair tbe si^ed-gl^ windoir of tbe cbapel here.’ 

‘I live over there wltb my&tber and mother, and I 
. am an embroiderer of charch vestments/ 

The wind, which continued to be strong under the 
dear blue carried away their words, lashed them 
with its purifying breath in the midst of the n^arm sun- 
shine in which they were bathed. 

They spoke of things which they already knew, as 
if simply for the pleasure of talking. 

< Is the window, then, to. be replaced ? ' . 

* No I oh no ! it will be so well repaired that tho 
new part cannot be distinguished from the old. I love 
it quite as much as yon do.’ 

* Oh I it is indeed true that I love it I I have al- 
ready embroidered a Saint Qeorge, but it was not so 
beantiM as this one.’ 

* Oh, not BO beautiful ! How can you say that ? I 
have seen it, if it is the Saint Gtoorge on the chasuble 
wludi the Abbot Cornille wore last Sunday. It is a 
marvdlous thing.’ 

' She blushed with pleasure, but quickly turned the 
ccmversaticm, as she exclaimed : 

« Hurry and.put another stone on the left corner of 
the dieet, or the wind will carry it away fiom us 
again.’ 

He made all possible haste, weighed down the linen,, 
which had been in great commotion, like the wings of 
a great wounded bird trying its best to fly away. ]^d- . 
ing that this time it would probably keep its place, the 
two young people rose up, and** now Angejiqne wmrti: 
’tl^gh the narrow, green paths between the pieces V 
linsnj glancing at each • one^ while ^ Mowed her trith . 
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an equally busy look, as if preoccupied by the possible 
loss of a dish-towel or au apron. All this seemed quite 
natural to them both. So she continued to chatter 
away freely and artlessly, os she told of her daily life 
and explained her tastes. 

' For my part, 1 always wish that ererything should 
be jn its place. ... In the morning 1 am alwaj'S 
awakened at the same hour by the striking of the 
cuckoo-clock in the .workroom ; and whether it is 
scarcely daylight or not, I dress myself os quickly as 
possible; my shoes and stockings are here, my soap 
and all articles of toilette there — a true mania for order. 
Yet you may well believe that I was not bom so I Oh 
no ! On the contrary, I was the most careless person 
possible. Mother was obliged to repeat to me the same 
words over and over again, that I might not leave my 
things in every comer -of the house, for 1 found it 
easier to scatter them about. And now, when I am at 
work from morning to evening, I cam never do anything 
right if my choir is not in the same place, directly 
opposite the light. Fortunately, I am neither right 
nor left handed, but can use both hands equally well at 
embroidering, which is a great help to me, for it is not 
everyone who can do ^t. . . . I^n, I adore fbwers, 
but I cannot keep a bouquet new me without having a 
terrible headache. Violets alone I can bear, and that 
is surprising. But their odour seems to calm me, and 
(It t^e least indispositioin I have only need to smell 
them and I am at once cured.’ 

He was' enraptured while listening to her prattle. . 
He reveQed iii i£e bdhutifhl ring of her voice, which ' 
htd m (BXtremely penetrating, prolonged charm ; and 
he innst have been peculiarly sensithl’e to this hdmsii 
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mneic, for lihe caressing inflection on certain words 
moistened his eyelids. 

Suddenly returning to her household cares she es- 
daimed: 

* Oh, now the shirts will soon be dry r ’ 

Then, in'the unconscious and simple need of making 
herself known, she ‘continued her co^dences : 

‘ For colouring, the white is always beautiful, is ife 
not ? I tire at times of blue, o£ red, and of all other 
shades ; but white is a constant joy, of which I am 
■ never weary. There is nothing’ in it to trouble you ; 
on-the contrary, yon would like to lose yourself in it. 
We had a white cat, with yellow spots, which I painted 
white. It did very well for a while, but it did not last 
long. Listen a minute. Mother does not know it, 
but I keep all the waste bits of white silk, and have 
a drawer full of them, for just nothing except the 
pleasure of looking at them, and .smoothing them oyer 
from time to time. -And I have another secret, but 
this is a very serious one ! When 1 wake up, there is 
every morning near my bed a great, white object, which 
gently flies away.’ 

He did not smile, but appeared firmly , to believe 
her. Was not all she sud, in Her simple Way, quite 
natural ? A queen in the magnificence of her courtly, 
surroundings could not have conqtiered him so quickly. 
She had, in the midst of this white linen on the giieeq. 
gn^ a charming, graiid. air,’ happy aind sapeea^ 
whii^ touched him to the Heart, with anever-incteaSing 
jiower. He was completely: subdued.. ' She Was ev^« 
to 3iiut -fixsn tto. moment.* , He woidd fidlost^ ; 
:;to' the last day> h^s life,. in the wofehip, of hw 
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and porfebii as a dream. She oontmoed to walk before 
him, with a short, quick stop, and he followed her 
closely, soffocatod by a thought of the happiaesa he 
scarcely dared hope might come to him. 

But another sudden gust of wind came up, and 
there was a perfect flight into the distance of cambric 
collars and cuflh, of neckerchiefs and chemisettes of 
mnslm, which, as they disappeared, seemed like a flock 
of white birds knocked about by the tempest. 

Angelique began to run. 

*Oh dear I what shall I do? You will have to 
come again and help me. Oh dear ! ' 

They both rushed forward. She caught a kerc hief 
on the borders of the Ghevrotto. He' had aheady saved ■ 
two chemisettes which he found in the midst of some 


high thistles. One l^-one the cnfib and the collars 
were retaken. But in the course of their running at 
foil speed, the flying folds of her skirt had at several 
different times brushed againsii^ him, and each time his 
&ce became suddenly red, and'his heart beat violently. 
In his turn, he touched her fime accidentally, as he 
jump^ to recover the last flphu, which he had carelessly 
let go of. She was startled and stood quietly, but 
breathing more quickly. She joked no longer; her 
laugh sounded less clear, and she was not tompt^ to 
ridicide tins great, awkward, but most attractive fellow. 


,^e feminine ns^ure so recently awakened in her soft- 
en^ ^ almost to team, and with the feeling of inmc>, 
plieabletondemesSj Which overpowered her, was mingled’ 

. Whidwas the matter>Hthher that shei^ 

1^ w^ act overcome by this delioions pmig?, 
tlto ker^^ her,Hii^^a^:b{]^. 
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chaoee, touched for a momeiit. They trembled, as they 
looked at each other inqairingly. liien she drew bade 
quickly, and for several second seemed not to know 
what she should do under the extraordinary circum- 
stances which had just occurred. At last die started. 
Gathering up all the smaller articles of linen in her 
arms, and leaving the rest, she turned towards her 
home. 

Felicien then wished to speak- . . . ‘ Oh, I beg your 
pardon. ... I pray you to * 

But the wind, which had greatly increased, cut off 
his words. In despair he looked at her as she flew 
along, as if carried away by the blast. Sheranandran, 
in and out, among the white sheets and tabledoths, 
under the oblique, pale golden rays of the sun. Already 
the shadow of the Ca^edral seemed to envelop her, 
and she was on the point of entering her own garden 
by the little gate which separated it from the Clos, 
without having once glanced behind her. But on the 
threshold she turned quickly, as if seized with a kind 
impulse, not wishing that he should think she was 
angry, and confused, but smiling, she called out : . 

‘ Thank yon. Thank yon very much.’ 

Did she wish to say that she was grateful to him for 
having helped her in recovering the linen ? Or was it 
for something else ? She disappeared, and the gate was 
shut after her. 

And he remained alone in the midst of the field,., 
under the great regular gusts, which continued to rage, 
although the sky was ^11 clear and pure. The elms ip 
the Dishop’s garden rustled with.t? long, billowy spun^ . 
and a load voice seCmed to damour through thetmaces 
,a^tW flying battresses of the Cathednd. Bat he heard. 
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only the light flapping of a little morning cap, tied to a 
branch of a lilac bush, as if it were a bonqiiet, and which 
belonged to her. 

From- that date, each time that Angeliqne opened 
her window she saw Feliden over there in the Glos- 
Marie. He passed days in the field, having the chapel 
window as an ezcnse for doing, so, on which, however, 
the work did not advance tiie least in the world. For' 
honrs he wonld forget himself behind a cluster of bnshes, 
where, stretched ont on the grass, he watched throngh 
the leaves. And it was the greatest of pleasures to 
smile at each other every morning an^ evening. She 
was so happy that she asked for nothing more. There 
would not be another general washing for three months, 
so, imtil then, the little garden-gate wonld seldom to' 
open. But three months wonld pass very quickly, and 
if they could see each other daily, was nob that bliss 
enough ? What, indeed, could be more charming than 
to live in this way, thinking during the day of the 
evening look, tod during the night of the glance of the 
early morrow ? She existed only in the hope of that 
desired moment ; its joy filled her life. Moreover, what 
good would there be in approadiing each other and in 
talking together? - Were they not constantly becoming 
better acquainted Without meetmgP' Although at a 
distance, they understood each other perfectly; each 
penetrated into the otheris innermost thoughts with the 
dosest intimacy. At last, they became so filled one with 
the otiier that they could not close their eyes without 
seeing befere’ them, with an astonishing dearness of 
defeil, the image of tiieir new friend ; so, in reality, tbey 
never separated. 

’ Ihwas a constant soiprise to Angdiqne ^t she 
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had t(ta.hoB(mMd herself at once to FeUden. At their, 
first meding ’she had confided in him, bad. tdd Inm 
eterything aboat her habits, her tastes, and the deepest 
secrets of her heart. He, more silent, was call^ 
Feliden, and that was all ^ hnew. Perhaps it waa< 

. quite right that it riionld be so; the woman giving, 
everything, and the man holding himself back as a- 
Granger. 8he had no premature curiosily. She con- 
tinued to smile at the thought of things which would 
certainly be realised. So forher, that ofwhuh ehewas 
ignorant counted fbr nothing. The only important 
&ct in her mind was the intituacy between them, which 
united them, JitUe by little, apart from the world. She 
knew -nothing about him, yet she was so well acquainted' 
with his nature that she (»nld read his thoughts in a 
simple look or mnile. He, her hero, had come as she 
dways said he would. She had at once recognised him, 
and they loved each other. 

So they enj(^edmost thoroughly this true possesrion 
fixnn a distance. Th^were certainly encouraged by 
the new discoveries they made. She had long, slender., 
hands^ roughened a little at the ends of the fingers 
her constant use of the needle, but he adcnred them. 
She noticed that his. feet were small, and was proud of 
the&ct. Fveiything about him flattered hw; she was. 
..gratitfnl to hfrn for bring so han^me; and she was 
OMBTOome with joy the evening. that she' found his beard, 
te be of a li{^hter shade than his hair,, which fr^it gavn.it , 
greater so^ess to ./hk smilei He went amy tKW^' 
ported when, one mccning, as she leaned o^ ^ ha^ 

; he saw a li^ red sjMt on her pretfy aeeic, .!Fbri|r ' 
liMiTts bring <q>en) hew Ireastim W^ 
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^-opened bar window showed that, even in her ignore 
anoe aaw iitiile embroiderer, she had tiie royal bearing 
of a princess. In the same way she knew that he was 
good,- from seeing how lightly he w^ed over the herbs 
and the grass. Around them was a radiance rirtnes 
and graces from the first hour of their meeting. Each 
' interview had its special charm. It seemed to them as 
if tiieir felidly in seeing each other conld never be 
exhausted. 

Kevertheless, Feliden soon riiowed certain signs of 
impatience, and he no long^ remained for hours con- 
cealed tohind a bush in the immobility of an absolute 
happiness. As soon as Angelique appeared at her 
window, be was restless, and tried to approach her as he 
glided from willow to willow. At length she was a 
little disturbed, fearing that someone might see him. 
One day there was almost a quarrel, ibr he came even 
to the wall of the house, so she was obliged to leave the 


balcony. It was a great shock to him that she thould 
be olhnded,and he diowed in the expression of his face 
so. mute a prayer of submission that the next day she 
pardoned him, and opened her window at the nsnalhonr. 

But although expectation was delightfril, it was not 
sufficient tap him, and he began again, Eow he seemed 
to be eve^hera at once: he^Jlled the GIos-Marie 
with his restlessneBs he capxe out from behind every . 
tiiee'; he .appeared above every 'bunoh o£ brambles. 

. Bi|w the wood<q[ngeons of ^ gre^ elms in the BiApp’f 
gMdc^.he.sewiM to have his habitation between two 
btanolM in the egsvitmis. The Ghevrotte was an excuse 
' Ihr'his entire days ther^ <«i its willowy, bnilQ|ii, 

:ib^dlD^. ;Over 1he:'irtiieam, m which he |eemed .tq hie 



clouds. - 
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One day die saw that he had climbed np on the 
rains of the old mill, and was standmg on the framework 
of a shed, looking happy to have thus approached her a 
little, in his regret at not being able to fly even so far 
os her shoulder. 

Another day she stifled a slight scream as she saw 
him far above W, leaning on an ornamented balustrade 
of the Cathedral, on the roof of the chapels of the choir, 
which formed a terrace. In what way could he have 
reached this gallery, the door of which was always 
fastened, and whose key no one had a right to touch 
but the beadle ? Then again, a little later on, how was 
it that she should find him up in the air among the 
flying buttresses of the nave and the pinnacles of the 
piers? From these heights he could look into every 
part of her chamber, as the swallows who, flying from 
point to point among the spires, saw everything that was 
therein, without her having the idea of hiding herself 
fh>m them. But a human eye was different, and from 
that day she shut herself up more, and an ever-increasing 
trouble came to her at the thought that her privacy was 
being intruded upon, and that she was no longer alone 
in the atmosphere of adoration that surrounded her. If 
she were really not impatient, why was it that her heart 
beat so strongly, like the bell of the clock»tower on great 
ftetivals? 

Three days passed without Angelique showing her< 
self, so alarmed was she by the increasing boldness of 
Felidetn. She vowed in her mind that she would never 
see him again, and wound herself up to such a degree 
of resentment, that she thought sl^e hated him. But he 
had given her his feverishness. She could not keep 
■till, end die dig^test pretext was enough fer an 
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excuse to leave the chasuble upon which she was at 
work. 

So, having heard that the Gabet was ill in bod, 
in the most profound poverty, she went to see her every 
morning. Her room was on the Rue des Orfevros, only 
three doors away from the Huberts. She would take 
her tea, sugar, and soup, then, when necessary, go to buy 
her medicine at the druggist’s on the Grand Rue. One 
day, as she returned with her hands full of little phials, 
she started at seeing Felicien at the bedside of the old 
sick woman. He turned very red, and slipped away 
awkwardly, after leaving a charitable offering. The next 
day he came in as she was leaving, and she gave him 
her place, very much displeased. Did he really intend 
to prevent her from visiting the poor ? 

In fact, she had been taken with one of her fits of 
charity, which made her give all she owned that she 
might overwhelm those who had nothing. At the idea 
of suffering, her whole soul melted into a pitiful frater- 
nity. She went often to tlie Mascart’s, a blind 
paralytic on the Rue Basse, whom she was obliged to 
feed herself with the broth she carried him ; thento tho 
Chouteaux, a man and his wife, each one over ninety 
years of age, who lived in a little hut on the Ruo Mo- 
gloire, which she had famished for them with articles 
t^en from the attic of her parents. Then there were 
others and others still whom she saw among the wretched 
populace of the quarter, and whom she helped to sup* 
port from things that were about her, happy in being 
able to surprise them and to see them brighten up for 
a little while. But nqw, strange to say, wherever she 
went she encountered Felicien I Never befino had she 
seen so much of him ; she who had avoided going to 
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ber window for fear that he might he near. Her tronhte 
increased, and at last she was very angry. 

Bnt the worst of all in this matter was that Angd.- 
iqne soon despaired of her charity. This young man 
spoilt all her pleasure of giving. In othw days ha' 
might perhaps have been equally genius, but it was 
not among the same people, not her own particu- 
lar poor, of that she was sure. And he must have 
watched her and followed her very closely to know 
' them all and to take them so regularly one after the 
other. 

Now, go when she might with a little basket of pro- 
visions to the Chonteauz, there was always money on 
the table. One day, when she hurried to pire Mascort, 
who was constantly complaining that he had no tobacco, 
she found him very rich, with a shining new louis d’or 
on his table. Strangest of all, once when visiting min 
Gabet, the latter gave her a hundred franc note to change, 
and with it die was enabled to buy some high-priced 
medicines, of which the poor woman had long b^ in 
need, but which she. never hoped to obtain, for where 
could, she find money to pay for them ? 

Angelique hersdf could not distribute much money, 
as she had none. It yns heart-breaking to her to 
realise her powerlessness, when he could so easily empfy 
his purse. She was, of course, happy that such a wind'^ : 
fell had come to the poor, but die felt as ifshe wwo 
greatly diminished in her fmrmer self-estimation. She 
no -longer had the same hapinness in {pving, but was 
disturb^ and sad that die had so little to didaibotf^ ^ 
wlule he had so mnclb < , 

irstandmg her . 

by as huveose . 


.young mani! ^ hndc 
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Ihddoubled Iiis charity, and thus daily made hers seem 
less. 

Was not it exasperating to run against this felloTr 
everywhere ; to see him give an ox wherever she offered 
an egg? In addition to all this, she was obliged to 
hear his praises sung by all the needy whom be visited ; 
•A young man so good, so kind, and so well brought 
up.* She was a mere nothirig now. They talked only 
of him, spreading out his gifts as if to shame hers. 
Notwithstanding her firm determination to forget him, 
she could not refrain from questioning them about him» 
What had he left ? What had he said ? He was very 
handsome, was he not? Tender and diffident as a 
woman ! Perhaps he might even have spoken of her t 
Ah, yes indeed I That was true, for he always talked 
of her. Then she was very angry; yes, she certainly 
hated him, for at last she realised that he weighed on 
her breast too heavily. 

But matters could not continue in this way for ever* 
a change must take place ; and one May evening, at a 
wondTously beautifhl nightfall, it came. It was at the 
home of the Lemballeuse, the family who lived in the 
ruins of the mill. There were only women there; the 
old grandmother, seamed with wrinkles but still active, 
her daughter, and her grandchildren. Of the latter, 
Tiennette, the dder, was a large, wild-looldng girl, 
twenty , years of age, i^d her two little sisters, and 

Jirnnhe, had idready bdd, fearless eyes, under their uih 
icei^pt mopBOf red hair. They all begged during the 
dji^jon tibe highway and along the moat, coining back^ 

' at^hV ^ fttigue in their (dd 

with bite of string. Indeed^ that very 
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the Btones, and had returned wounded and with bleed* 
ing ankles. Seated before their door, in the midst of 
the high grass of the Glos-Marie, she drew out the 
thorns firom her flesh, whilst her mother and the.two 
children surrounded her and uttered lamentations. 

Just then Angelique arrived, hiding under her apron 
the bread which she had brought them, as she did once 
every week. She had entered* the field by the little 
garden-gate, which she had left open b^ind her, as she 
intended to go back as quickly as possible. But she 
stopped on seeing all the family in tears. 

* What is the matter? T^y are yon in such dis- 
tress?’ 

' Ah, my good lady! * whined the mother Lembal- 
leuse, ' do not yon see in what a terrible state this great 
foolish girl has put herself? To-morrow she will not 
be able to walk, so that will be a whole day lost. She 
must have some shoes ! ’ 

Bose and Jeanne, with their eyes snapping firom 
under their tangled hair, redoubled their sobs, as they 
cried out loudly— 

* Tes, yra ! she must have some shoes I She must 
have some shoes r 

Tiennette, half lifting up her thin, dark fiioe, looked 
round furtively. Then, fiercely, witiiont a w<^, she 
made one of her feet bleed still more, maddened over a 
long qslinter which she had just drawn out by the aid 
of a pin, and which must have pained her intensely. 

Ai^geliqne, quite tondied by the scene, offered hm 

gift- 

* See I here at least is some bread.’ 

'Oh, hcead!’ said the ’mother. > 'No doubt it ia 
neoeaKuy to eat. But it is not ^th bt^ thift igie will ' ■ 
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be ftble to wi^ egoiii) of tbat I am certain ! And we 
were to go to the fidratBligny^ afairwhere, every year, 
she makes at least two francs. Oh, good heavens! 
What will become of ns if she cannot go there ? * 

Pity and embarrassment rendered Angeliqne mnte. 
She had exactly five sons in her pocket. It snrely was 
not with five sons that one could buy a pair of shoes, 
even at an auction sale. As it hod often done before, 
her want of money now pardysed her. And that which 
exasperated her still more and made her lose her self- 
control was that at this moment, as she looked behind 
her, she saw Pelicien, standing a few feet from her in 
the darkening shadow. Without doubt he had heard 
all that had been said ; perhaps even he had been there 
for a great while, for he always appeared to her in this 
way when least expected without her ever knowing 
whence he came or whither he was going. 

She thought to herself, * He will ^ve the shoes.’ 

Indeed, he had already come forward. The first 
stars were appearing in the pole sky. A sweety gentle 
quiet seemed to M down from on high, soothing to 
deep the Clos-Marie, whose willows were lost in the 
dusk. The Cathedral itoelf was only a great black bar 
in the West.* 

' Yes, certainly, now he will offer to give the shoes.' 

And at this probability she was really quite dis- 
couraged. Was he always, then, to give everything ? 
Could she never, .even once, conquer him? Heverl 
Her heart beat so rapidly that it pained her. She 
wished that die might be very rich, to show him fhat 
she, too^ could make pthers happy. 

V But the Lemballense had seen the good gmtleiiiaa. 
The mother had rushed forward ; the two little dsters 
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i^oaned as tiiey held ont their hands ibr alma, whilst 
the elder one, letting go of her wounded whies, 
looked at the new-comer inquiringly with her wild 
eyes. ' . 

* Listen, my noisy ehildren,’ said Felioien. Then, ad- 

dressing the mother, he continued, * Yon may go to the 
Grand Bue, at the comer of the Bue Basse ’ 

Angeliqne had understood immediately, for the 
shoemaker had his shop there. She interrupted him 
quickly, and was so agitated that she stammered her 
words at random. 

‘ But that is a useless thing to do t What would 
he the good of it ? It is much more nmple 

Yet she could hot find in her own mind the more 
ample thing she desired. What could she do ? What 
eonld she invent, so to be before him in giving her 
charity ? Never-had it seemed to her possible she could 
detest him as she did now. 

* Yon will say from me, that it is. I who'have sent 

yon,’ continued Felicien. ' Yon will ask ' 

Agun she interrupted him. The contest lasted a 
momeni longer. She repeated in an anxious way : 

*It is, indeed, much more simple; it is mndi 
-easier * 

Suddenly she was calm. She seated herself upon a 
etone, tiionghtfnlly examined her shoes, took them ofl^ 
and thw drew off her stoddngt^ saying: 

' Look ! Uda is the best thing to do, after all t Why 
dtould you have any trouble about the matter ?’ 

. ‘0^ my good young lady r God ^1 reward yon 1* 
eaxHaim^ the moAer L^balleqse, as-shetnmeii^pver 
.the shoes and ^und th^ were not cndy ewtilent aifd^. 
..strong,' but almost new. * L will cut them .^a Jilie tm- 
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i^e top, to make them a little larger Tiennette, 

whjr doi 70a not thank her, stupid creature ? ' 

Tiennette snatched from the hands of Bose and 
Jeanne the stockings they were coveting.. She did not 
opmr her lips; she only gave one long, fixed, bard 
look. 

But now Angelique realised that her feet were bar^ 
and that Felicien saw them. She blushed deeply, and 
knew not what to do. She dared not move, for, were 
she to rise to get up, he would only see them all the 
more. Then, frightened, she rose quickly, and without 
realiriiig what she was doing, began to run. In the 
grass her flying feet were very white and small. The 
darkness of the evening had increased, and the Clos- 
Marie was a lake of shadow between the great trees on 
one side and the Cathedral on the other. And on the 
ground the only visible light came from those same 
little feet, white and satiny as the wing of a dove. 

Startled, andr afraid of the water, Angelique followed 
the bank of the Cheviotte, that she might cross it on a 
plank which served as a bridge. But Felicien had gone 
a shorter. way through tiie brambles and brushwood. 
Until now he had always been overcome by his timidity, 
and he had turned redder ,than she as he saw her bare 
foet, pure mid chaste as herself. Now, in the overflow 
of his ^orant youth, passionately flmd of beauty and 
desirous for love, he was impatient to ciy out and tell 
her of the feeling which had entirely taken possession 
of him since lie had first seen her. But yet, when she 
bmaihed 1y him in her flight, he could only stammM’, 
.witka tiembling vmec^ the adteowledgment so long de^ 
bayed and iriiioh burnt his lips: 

■>' ‘Iloyeyon.’ 
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She stopped in surprise. For an instant she sto6d 
still, and, slightly trembling, looked at him. Her anger 
and the hate she thought she had for him all vanished 
at once, and melted into a most delicious sentiment of 
astonishment. What had he said, what was the word 
he had just pronounced, that she should be so overcome 
by it ? She knew that he loved her ; yet when he said 
so, the sound of it in her ear overwhelmed her with an 
inexplicable joy. It resounded so deeply through her ■ 
whole being, that her fears came back and were en* 
larged. She never would dare reply to him ; it was 
really more than she could bear ; she was oppressed. 

He, grown more bold, his heart touched and drawn 
nearer to hers by their united deeds of charity; re- 
peated : 

^ I love you.* 

And she, fearing the lover, began to run. That was 
surely the only way to escape such a danger; yot it was 
also a happiness, it was all so strange. The Chevrotte . 
was gaily singing, and she plunged into it like a startled 
fawn. Among its pebbles her feet still ran on, under 
the chill of the icy water. The garden-gate was at lost 
reached, it closed, and she disappeared. 
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Fob two days Aogeliqae was conscience-sinitten. As 
soon as she was alone, she sobbed as if she had done 
something wrong. And this question^ which she conid 
not answer, came constantly to her mind: Hod she 
sinned in listening to this yonng man ? Was she lost, 
like the dreadful women in the Legend, who, having 
been tempted, had yielded to the Devil ? Was life to> 
day as it was centuries ago? The words, so softly 
ottered, ‘ I love you,’ still refunded with such a tumult 
in her ears, and she was confased, yet pleased by them 
to such a degree, that they mdst certainly have come 
from some terrible power bidden in the depth of the 
invisible. But she knew not — ^in fact, how could she 
have known anything in the ignorance and solitude in 
which she had grown up ? Her anguish was redoubled 
by this mysterious and inexplicable straggle within 
her. 

Had die sinned in making the acquaintance of 
Felioimi, and then in keeping it a secret ? She recalled 
to hjsr mind, one by one, all the details of her daily ex- 
perience daring the past few weeks ; she argued with 
her innocent scmplep. 

What was win, in short ? Was it rimply to meet— 
to talk— and afterwards to tell a ftlsehood to one’s 
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parenta ? Bat that coaid not he the extent of the eviL 
Then why was she ao oppressed ? Why, if not gnihy, 
did she aaddenly seem to hare become qnite another 
person— as agitated as if a new sool had been given 
her? Perhaps it was sin that had made her so weak 
and nncomfortable. Her heart was fall of vagae, on- 
defined longings — so strange a medley of words, and 
also of acts, in the fatare, that she .was frightened by 
them, withoat in the least onderstanding them. The 
blood monnted to her face, and exqaisitely colonred her 
cheeks, os she heard again the sweet, yet appalling 
vror&, ‘I love yoa'; and she reasoned no longer, bat 
sobbed agoia, doabting evident facts, fearing the com- 
mission of a faalt in the beyond— in that which had 
neither name nor form. ' 

_ Bat that which especially distressed her now was 
that she had not made a ■ eoi^idamle of Habertine. . 
Coold she only have asked her what she wished to 
know, no doabt the latter with a word wonld have ex- 
plained the whole mystery to her. Then it seemed to 
her as if the mere fact of speaking to someone of her 
tronble woold have cured her. Bat the secret had 
become too weighty j to reveal it would be more than 
she coold bear, for the shame would be too great. She 
became quite artful for the moment, affected an air of 
calmness, when .in the depths of her soul a tempest was ' 
htging. If asked why, die was so pre-ocOupied, she 
lifted bw ityes with a look of surprise as she t<^ed ' 
that Was thinking of nothing.. Seated bdbce ihft» 
wprking-ftame^ hw . hands mechanically drawing the. 
needle badk an4 forth, raj quiet to all outward appeaxw.r 

. oi^v^ught.', ' To be.; lovedj' ,to be^ lovadi 
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■ hdi^idf, on ter side, was she in lore? This was still an 
obscure question, to which, in her inexperience, she fonnd 
no answer. She repeated it so constantly that at last 
it made her giddy, the words lost all their nsnal mean* 
ing, and everything seemed to be in a whirl, whidi 
carried her away. With an effort she recovered herself, 
and realised that, with needle in hand, she was still 
^broideringwith her accustomed application, although 
mechanically, as if in a half-dream. Perhaps them 
strange symptoms were a sign that she was about to 
have a severe illness. One evening she had such an 
attack, of shivering when she went to bed that she 
thought she would never be able to recover from it. 
That idea was at the same time both cruel and s^veet. 
She suffered from it as if it were too great a joy. Even 
the next day her heart beat as if it' would break, and 
her ears were filled with a singing sound, lite the ring- 
ing of a distant bell. What could it mean ? Was she 
in love, or was she about to die? Thinking thus, she 
smiled sweetly at Huberrine, who, in the act of wexing 
her thread, was looking at her anxiously. 

Moreover, Angeliqne had made a vow that she 
would never again see Felicien. She no longer ran the 
risk- of meeting him among the brambles and wild 
grasses in the Cloe-Marie, and she had even given up 
her daily visits to the poor. Her fear was intense lest^ 
were they to find themsdives face to taee, something 
t^ble .m^t come to pass. - In her r^ldticm there 
^riHt.mingled, bmides a feeling of penitmioe, a wish to 
pun^ hen^ for some fiiult she might unintentional]^ 
hgn ebmmitted. So^in her ^ys of rigid hmnilistMa^ 
fha eopdemnedhers^ not eveh to glance oncetiiroagii 
the-wii^dow,, do sore was of seeing on tiielbasfa of 
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the Chevrotte the onewbom Ae dreaded. Bat, after 
awhile, being sorely tempted, she looked ont, and if it 
chanced that he were not there, she was sad and low* 
spirited until the following day. 

One morning, when Hubert was arranging a dal* 
matic, a ring at the door*beU obliged him to go down- 
stairs. It must be a customer; no doubt an' order for 
some article, as Hubertine and Angelique heard the 
hum of voices which came through the doorway at the 
head of the stairs, which remained open. Then they 
■looked up in great astonishment ; for steps were mount- 
ing, and the embroiderer was bringing someone with 
him to the workroom, a most unusual occurrence. And 
the young girl was quite overcome as she recognised 
Felicien. He was dressed simply, like a journeyman 
artist, whose hands aio white. Since she no longer 
went to him he had come to her, after days of vain ex- 
pectation and of anxious uncertainty, during which he 
had constantly said to himself that she did not yet love 
him, since she remained hidden from him . 

* Look, my dear child, here is something which will 
be of particular interest to you,’ explained Hubert. 
‘Monsieur wishes to pve orders for an exceptional 
piece of work. And, upon my word, that we might 
talk of it at our ease, I preferred that he should come 
up here at once. Ibis is my daughter, sir, to whom 
you must show your drawing.’ 

Neither he nor. Hubertine had the slightest sn»- 
picion that this was not the first time the young people 
had met. They approached them only fixnn a senti- 
ment of cariosity to see'. But Felimen was, like An- 
g^que, almost stifled with emotion and timidity. As 
, ito mirolled the demgn, his hftnds tremble^ and he itras 
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obliged to spei^ very slowly to hide tbe change in his 
voice. 

‘ It is to be a mitre for Monseigpaenr the Bishop. 
Yes, certain ladies in the city who wished to make him 
this present charged me with the drawing of the 
different parts, as well as with the superintendence of 
its execqtion. I am a painter of stained glass, but I 
also occupy myself a great deal with ancient art. Yon 
will see that 1 have simply reconstituted a Gothic mitre.’ 

Angeliqne bent over the great sheet of parchment 
which he had spread before her, and started slightly as 
she exclaimed : 

‘ Oh ! it is Saint Agnes.’ • 

It was indeed the youthful martyr of but thirteen 
years of age ; the naW virgin clothed with her hair, 
that had grown so long only her little hands and feet 
were seen from under it, just as she was upon the pillar 
at one of the doors of the cathedral ; particularly, how- 
ever, as one found her in the interior of the church, in 
an old wooden statue that formerly was painted, but 
was to-day a light fawn colour, all gilded by age. She 
occujned the entire front of the mitre, half floating, os 
she was carried towards heaven borne by the angels; 
while below her, stretched out into the distance, was a 
flne delicate landscape. The other sides and the lap- 
pets were enriched with lance-shaped ornaments of an 
exqqidte style. 

.'These lodief^’ oontinaed Felicien, 'wish to make 
the present on the occasion of the Procession of the 
llitacle,-.aad naturally I thought it my duly to choose 
. Saint Agnes.’ , 

'The idea was a most excellent one,’ intwpbsed 



.»«6 THE DkEAM 

Ai^ Hnbertme added, in her.tnm : 

* HonseigneaF will be deeply gratified.’ 

The'so-oalled Procession of the Miracle, which takes 
place each year on July 28, dates from the time of 
Jean V. d’Hantecoenr, who instituted it as a thankS" 
{pving to God for the mifacnlons power He had given' 
to him and to his race to save Beaumont ficom the 
plague. According to the legend, the Hautecosnrs are 
indebted for this remarkable gift .to the intervention of 
Saint Agnes, of whom they were the greatest admirers ; 
and, since the most ancient time, it has been the custom 
on the anniversaiy of her fSIte to take down the old 
statue of the samtsond cony it slowly in a solemn pro- 
cession through the streets of the town, in the pious 
, belief that die still continues to disperse and drive away 
all evils. 

' Ah,’ at last murmured Angelique, her eyes on the 
design, * the Procession of the Miracle.' But that 'will 
come in a few days, and we shall not have time enough 
to finish it.’ . 

The Hnbei^ shook their headsr In truth, so ddi- 
cate a piece of work required the most minute care and 
attenticm. Yet Hubertine turned towards ^r daugh- 
ter as she said: 

< 1 could help you, my dear. I might attend to the 
.Qmainfints, and theji yon will only have the figure to 
do.’ 

, Angelijque ocmtinued to cHoMy examine the figure 
,of ti>e aa^ and was. deeply ttou)tied.-..Sfae.sa^.to.-t. 
hei!ed^^N<^.i>iOb’ She re^ed; ^ would not .giyo)^ .: 
self ti^ipleasnre of accepting, t^would be inexoilpll^/ . 
ion thus toboM&onpoplke^ih.o 

ms kw^ig sometl^^p^^ 
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Slie was perfectly sure that he was not poor, and ttmt 
he wore a workman’s dress mmply os a diagnise ; and 
this affected simplicity, all this history, told only that 
he might approach her, pnt her on her guard, amused 
and happy tliough she was, in reality, transfiguring him, 
seeing in him the rc^al prince that he should bej so 
thoroughly did she live in the absolute certainty of the 
entire realisation of her dream, sooner or later. 

*No,’ she repeated, in a half'Whisper, 'we should 
not have the needed time.’ 

And without lifting her eyes she continued, as if 
speaking to herself : 

' For the saint, we could use neither the close em- 
broidery nor the lace openwork. It would not bo worthy 
her. It should be an embroidery in gold, shaded by silk.’ 

'Exactly,’ said Felicien. 'That is what I had 
already thought of, for I knew that Mademoiselle had 
re-found the secret of making it. There is still quite a 
pretty little fragment of it at the sacristy.’ ■ 

Hubert was quite excited. 

'Yes, yes I it was made in the fifteenth century, 
and the work was done by one of my far-off ancestresses. 
.... Shaded gold! Ah, Monsienr, there was never 
anything equal to that in the whole world. But, nn- 
foartdnately, it took too* much time, it cost altogether 
too dear, and, in addition, only a r^ artist ever sno- 
ceededinit. Think of it ; it is more than two hundred 
years since anyone has ever attempted sudi embioideiy. 
my danghteif reflueS, you will be' obliged to 
it ‘^tirely,’ for she is the (mly person who fii 
ileailfiedtoiiqdertakeit. I domot know of anyone ebcf .. 

the ddicacy of fingns and the oliBameBS.'Of' 

■ ej^'liiwesB^'fe it.* 
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Hubertine, who, since they had spoken of iihe style 
of the work, realised what a great undertaking it was, 
said, in a quiet, decided tone : 

‘ It would be utterly impossible to do it in a fort- 
night. It would need the patience and skill of a fmiy 
to accomplish it.’ 

But Angeliqne, who had not ceased studying all the 
features of the beautiful martyr, had ended making 
a discoreiy which delighted her beyond expression. 
Agnes resembled her. In designing from the -old 
statue, Feliden certainly thought of her, and this idea 
— ^that she was in his mind, always present with him, 
that he saw her everywhere — softened her resolution to 
avoid him. At last she looked up; she noticed how 
eager he was, and his eyes glistened with so earnest a 
supplication that she was conquered. Still, with the 
intuitive half-malice, the Ipve of tormenting, this 
natural sdence which comes to all young girls, even 
when they are entirely ignorant of life, she did not 
wish to have the appearance of yielding too readily. 

‘ It is 'impossible,’ she repeated. ' I could not do it 
for anyone.’ 

Felicien was in despair. He was sure he understood 
the hidden meaning in h» words. It was he whoin 
she had refused, as well as the work. As he was-about 
io go out of the room, he said to Hubert : 

* As for the pay, you could have asked any price yon 
wishtsd. These ladies gave me’ leave to offer as much 
at three thousand francs.’ 

The honsdiold of the Huberts was in no way*a sdfish 
one; yet so great a sum startle^ each ipember of it. 
The.httsbond and wife looked at each other inquizii^ly. 
'Was.it not a pity to lose so advantageous an.<^?. - 
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'Three thousand francs,* repeated Angeliqne, with 
her gentle voice ; 'did yon say three thousand francs, 
Ifonsienr?* 

And she, to whom money was nothing, since she had 
never known its value, kept back a smile, a mocking 
smile, which scarcely drew the corners of her mouth, 
rejoicing that she need not seem to yield to the pleasure 
of seeing him, and glad to give him a &lse opinion of 
herself. 

‘ Oh, Monsieur, if you can give three thousand francs 
for it, t^n I accept. 1 would not do it for everyone, 
but from the moment that one is willing to pay so well, 
why, that is different. If it is necessary, I can work on 
it at night, as well as during the day.* 

Hntort and Hubertine then objected, wishing to 
refuse in their turn, for fear the fatigue might be too 
great for her. 

' Mo,* she replied. ' It is never wise to send away 
money that is brought to you. You can depend upon 
me. Monsieur. Your mitre will be ready the evening 
before the procession.* 

Fdiden left the design tmd bade them good-day, for 
he was greatly disappointed, and he had no longer the 
courage to give any new explanations in regard to the 
work, as an excuse for stopping longer. What would 
he gain by doing so ? It was certainly true that she 
did not like him, for she had pretended not to recognise 
him, and had treated him as she would any ordiiiary 
' customer, whose monqr alone is good to take. At first 
he was angry, as he accused her of being mean-spirited 
and gra^>ing. So much the better I It was ended' 
bttween them, this nnspoken romance, and he W(mld ' ’ 
iuever think hear again. Then, as he alwi^. ^ 
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thiwlf of her, he at last excused her, for was she not 
dependent upon her work to Uve^ and ought she not to 
gain her bread? 

Two days later he was very unhappy, and he began 
to wander around the house, distressed that he could 
not see her. She no loi^r went out ‘to walk, she did 
not even go to the balcony, orto the window, as befiwe. 
He was forced to acknowledge that if she cared not for 
him, if in reality she was mercenary, in spite of all, his 
love for her increased daily, as one loves when only 
twenty years of age, without reasoning, following 
merely the drawing of one’s heart, simply for the joy 
and the grief of loving. 

One morning he caught a glimpse of her for a 
moment, and realised that he could not give her np. 
How she was his chosen one and no other. Whatever 
she might be, bad or good, ugly or pretty, poor or rich, 
he would give up his life rather ^an not be able to 
claim her. 

The third day his sufferings were so great that, not- 
withstanding all his wise resolves, he returned to the 
house of the embroidererB. 

After having rung the bdl, he was received as 
before, downstairs, by Hubert, who, on account of the 
want of dearness in his explanations in regard to his 
visit> concluded the best thing to be done was to allow 
him to go upstairs again. 

« Hy dang^ter, Hmtsienr, wishes to speak to yon on 
oertain poh^ of the wink that I do not quite nndeis 
stand.' 

Then Eeltcien stammered, * If it would not dbtnrh 
Ifodemdselto too muioh, I would Him teaeehowilsr-->--* 
Thfse ladiSB advised me to penKmaU^ si^eiiatcitid ^ * 
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work — ^that is, if by doing so I should nofc be in any- 
one’s way.’ 

Angeliqne’s heart beat violently when die saw him 
oome in. She almost choked, bnt, making a great 
effort, she controlled herself. The blood did not even 
mount her cheeks, and with an appearance of calm in* 
difference, she replied : 

* Oh, nothing ever disturbs me. Monsieur. I con 
work equally well before anyone. As the design is 
yonrs, it is quite natural thilt yon should wish to follow 
the execution of it.’ 

Quite discountenanced this reception, Felicien 
would not have dared to have taken a seat, had not 
Hnbertine welcomed him cordially, as she smiled in her 
sweet, quiet way at this excellent customer. Almost 
immediately she resumed her work, bending over the 
frame where she was embroidering on the sides of the 
mitre the Gothic ornaments in guipure, or open loco- 
work. 

On his side, Hubert hod just taken down from tho 
wall a banner which was finished, had been stifiened, 
and fiir two days past had been hung up to diy, and 
which now he wished to relax. No one spoke; tho 
three workers kept at their tasks as if no other perron 
had bem in the room with them. 

In the midst of this charming quiet, the young man 
little by little grew calmer. When the dock struck 
three, the shadow of the Cathedral was already very 
long, and a dedicate half-light entered ly the window, 
whk^ was wide open. It vras almost like the twilight 
hoar, which commenced early in the afternoon fiw this 
fittle house, so fresh and green from all the vmrdnre 
tiiat’ims ab^ i^ as it stood by the side of the oolesssl 
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church. A dighb eoand of steps was heard on the 
pavement ontside ; it was a school of yonng girls being 
tehen to Confession. 

In the workroom, the tools, the time>stained walls, 
everything which remained thmre immovable, seemed to 
sleep in the repose of centuries, and from every comer 
came freshness and rest. A great square of white 
light, smooiA and pure, fell upon the firame over which 
Hubertine and Angelique were bending, with th^ 
delicate profiles in the fawn-coloured reflection of the 
gold. 

‘Mademoiselle,’ began Felicien, feding very awk- 
ward, as he realised that he most give some reason for 
his visit — ‘ I wish to say, Mademoiselle, that for the 
hair it seems to me it would be better to employ gold 
rather than silk.’ 

She raised her head, and the laughing expression of 
her eyes clearly signified that he need not have taken 
the trouble of coming if he had no other recommenda- 
tion to make. And she looked down again os she 
replied, in a holf-mookiug tone : 

‘ There is no doubt about that. Monsieur.’ 

He was indeed ridiculous, for he remarked then for 
the first time that it was exactly what she was doing. 
Before her was the design he had made, but tinted with 
water^lours, touched up with gold, with all the 
delicacy of an old miniature, a little softened, like what 
one sees in some prayer books of the fifteenth century. 
And die wpied this image with the patience and the 
skill of an artist working with a magnii^ing glass. 
After having reproduced it with rather heavy atrakea 
upon the white silk, lightly stretched and lined with 
hMvy linen, she covered this silk with threads rf gold 
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carried ftopi the bottom to the top, fastened nmply at 
the two ends, so that they were left firee and dose to each 
other. When using these same threads as a woof, she 
separated them with the point of her needle to find the 
design below. She followed this same drawing, re< 
covered the gold threads with stitches of silk across, 
which she assorted according to the colours of the 
model. In the shaded parts the silk completely hid the 
gold; in the half-lights the stitches of silk were fartlier 
and farther apart, while the real lights were made by 
gold alone, entirely uncovered. It was thus the shaded 
gold, that most beautiful of all work, the foundation 
teing modified by the silks, making a picture of mellow 
colours as if warmed from beneath by a glory and a 
mystic light. 

* Oh 1 ’ suddenly said Hubert, who began to stretch 
. out the banner by separating with his fingers the cords 
of the trellis, ‘ the masterpiece of a woman who em- 
broidered in the olden time was always in this diflicult 
wmrk. To become a member of the Corporation she 
had to make, as it is written in the statutes, a figure by 
itself in shaded gold, a sixth part as tall os if life-size. 
You would have been received, my Angeliqne.’ 

Again there was an unbroken silence. Feliclen 
. watched her constantly, as she stooped forward, absorbed 
in her tadc, quite as if she were entirely alone. For 
.the huf of the saint, contrary to the general rtlle, she 
had' had the same idea as he ; that was, to use no silk, 
vlmt to re-cover gold with gold, and she kept ten needles 
-at ^ork with this brilliant thread of all shades, from 
Vtto dark red of dying embers, to the pale, delic^ 
I tint of the leaves of the finest trees in ^ 

Agnes thus covered from her neqk to to 
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ankles witk a stream of golden hair. It began at the 
Inu^ of her head, covered her body mth a thick 
mantle, flowed in front of her from the shonlders in 
two waves which nmtod under the chin, and fell down 
to her feet m one wavy sheet. It was, indeed, the 
miraculous hair, a febnlons fleece, with heavy twists 
and curls, a gloiions, starry efBorescenoe, the warm and 
living robe of the saint, perfumed with its pure 
nudity. 

That day Feliden could do nothing but watdi 
Angeliqne as she embroidered the curls, following the 
exact direction of their rolling with her little pointed 
stitches, and he never wearied of seeing the hur grow 
and radiate under her magic needle. Its weight, and 
the great quivering with which it seemed to be unrolled 
at one turn, disturbed him. 

Hubertme, occupied in sewing on spangles, hiding 
the thread with which each one was attached with a 
tiny round of gold twist, lifted up her head from time 
to time and gave him a calm motherly look, whenever 
she was obliged to throw into the waste-basket a spanglo 
that was not well made. 

Hubert, who had just taken away the side pieces of 
wood, that he might unstitch the banner from the frame, 
was about folding it up carefhlly. And at last, Fell* 
den, whose embarrassment was greatly increased by 
this uttbroken silence, realised that it was best for him 
to take leave, since as yet he had not been able to think 
any of the suggestions whidi he had said he intended 
tom^. 

He rose, blushed, and stammered > 

*1 will return another day. I find that I hove ifO 
badly succeeded in reprodudi^ the (fearmiog design 
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ibte head of .the saint that yon may perhaps have need 
^ Some explanations from me.* 

Angeliqne looked him folly in the &ce with her 
sweet, great eyes. 

‘Oh, no, not at all. But come agun, Monsieur. 
Do not hesitate to do so, if yon are in the least anxions 
ahont the execution of the work.’ 

He went away, happy froin the permission given 
him, but chilled by the coldness of manner of the young 
girl. Yes, he realised that she did not now, and never 
would, love him. That bmng the .case, what use was 
there in his seeing her? Yet on the morrow, as well 
JUS on the following days, he did not &il to go to the 
little house on the Bne des Orfbvres. The hours which 
he could not pass there were sad enough, tortured as 
he was by his uncertaintieB, distressed by his mental 
struggles. He was never ^m, except when he was 
near her as she sat at her frame. Provided that she was 
by his side, it seemed to him that he could resign himself 
-to the acceptance of the fimt that he was disagre^le 
to her. , 


Every morning he arrived at an early hour, spoke 
of the work, then seated himself as if his presence tiiere 
were abedutely necessary. Then he was in a state of 
enchantment simply to look at her, with her finely cut 
fisatures; hw motionless profile, whidi seemed bathed in 


liquid golden tints of her hair; and he watched in 
'.^iS^liaey the skilfiil play- of her fi^ble hands, os she 
'^-i^ii^t^'thein up .aid down in die mi&t the needlefifis 

She had become so habitnated to hhi - 
tha* aha.wMi quite at her ease, and treated 
eomid^ Hevertheless, he alwa^ felt t^- 
them something nnexptissied 
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grieved Mm to the heart, he knew not why. pccarion<* 
ally die looked up, regarding him with an amnsed, 
half-mocking air, and with an inquiring, impatient 
expression in her &ce. Then, finding he was intensely 
embarrassed, she at once became very cold and dis- 
tant. 

Bat Feliden had discovered one way in which he 
conld rouse her, and he took advantage of it. It was 
this — ^to talk to her of her art, of the ancient master- 
pieces of embrmdery he had seen, either preserved 
among the treasures of cathedrals, or copies of which 
were engraved in books. For instance, there were the 
snperb copes: 'that of Charlemagne, in red silk, with 
the great eagles with nnfnrled wings; and the cope of 
Sion, which is decorated with a mnltitnde of saintly 
fignres. Then the dalmatic, which is said to be the 
most beautiful piece of embroidery in the whole world; 
the Imperial dalmatic, on which is celebrated the glory 
of Jesns Christ upon the earth and in heaven, thei 
Transfignration, and the Bast Judgment, in which the/ 
different personages ore embroidered in silks of vorio^ 
colours, and in silver and gold. Also, there is a w(^ ' 
diurful tree of Jesse, an orfrey of silk upon satin, wjmh 
' is BO perfect it seems as if it were detached a 
window of the fifteenth century; Abraham at thmoot, 
then Bavid, Solomon, the Blesrad Yiigin HiarjMsA at 
tiie very top the Savionr. * ' 

Among the admirable chasubles he had seen,, one in. . 
partionlar was touching in its simpUciiy. Ijb. reptb>' 
.'aen^ Christ on the Cross,, and the drops of blood fiW > 
side and His feet were made by Uttle s{d«ah^^ \ 
;;l«d..riBEon the diothof gold, while, in the. 

Muy; tenderly snpportod by Saint Jobiu , V / 
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Oa Bnol^er one, which is called the chasuble of 
Namtr6, thA\ Viigin jg seated in majesty, with richly- 
wronght BanWgis'oQ gujj Jjoijing the Infant 

Jesns on her V^ees. Others, and still others of marvel- 
hnis wortonanWHup were alluded to, venerable not only 
fH>m their greUt ggg ^ the beautifnl faith that they 
expressed, bntrl^g^ ^ richness nnknown in our time, 
preserving then oj|our of the incense of tabernacles ond 
the mystic ligl*i^which seemed to come from the Blightly> 
faded gold. 1 

‘ Ah ! ’ sigheA Angeliqne, ‘ all those exquisite things 
are finished We can only find certain tones to 

remind ns of thei« perfection.’ 

With feverish gnd sparkling eyes she stopped 
working when FeliBien related to her the histoiy of the 
most noted men aj^ women who were embroiderers in 
the ol^n time — S%Qnne de Gaules, Colin Jolye, and 
others whose names egme down to ns through the 
ages. Then, after %^w moments, she took up her 
needles agmn, and ^ Ihem fly vigorously, as she 
appeared transfigured; guarded on her fece the - 
traces of the delight t ^artist nature had received in 
listmiing to all these at . ints. Never had slie seemed 
. to him more beautiful, V enthusiastic was she, so 
maidenly and so pure, s^u there in the brighter sur- 
roundings of so many c<^red silks, applying herself 
with unfiuling exactitude T^er work, into the slightest 
details (rf wladi sto whole soul. When he 

' hid left off speaking he at her earnestly, until 
roused by the silence, ahe^A^ged the exmted state 
which’ all these hista^.jiad tiirown her, and . 
as emharrassed as i\ j^d done sonM^il^ ' 
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dter, lookj aH my silks tro enUa 
Ifoiiber, please not to move about so mnci^ , 

finbertine, who had not starred at alljf^^ 

. bidi sknply smiled without saying anytUT*?’ „ ^ 
she had been rather disturbed by the coam~ **w“tMms 
of the young man, and had talked ttt® 

. thoroughly with Hubert one evening f®. 

But they could not help being drawn! 
and as in eveiy respect his appearance /”•+ 

his manners perfectly respectful, th^ c^ludea^ a 
was not necessary to object to intervf . 

Angelique derived so modi happing®’ 
were dlowed to take their way, and t ® -orto 

the young people with a loving ur ojf P”**®*^- 
• Moreover, she herself for many , v T" 
pressed by the lamenting caresses of ^ 

seemed never to weary of asking T® 

fiMgiven. This month was the an/Pj^®”^ 
when th^ had lost their child, 
date they had the same regrets a]r“ J 

^ t»mbltog « to, fe«. ^ 

pardrmed ; she, loving and distf*®?’ hersdf 

for everything, and despairing^* ^ 

Qtable to all theirprayers. «P*® ®f oU «>« to ; 
h^.one, were' the sotue to orl**'^®“ m every way. but 
this^ increase of tenderness them came ^ 

- tl^ioomlikeasilentperfit^^fiW:®^^**®^^®^ 
r.tfeir persons at the least 


^was amused^ 
jnng. At first 
Rant attentions 
he matter over 
pn thdr room. 
I towards. Urn, 
was good arid 


pey qpoke of all this to. 
[tsiders in every way. but 
letween them came fimn 
ne, disengaged itself finuf 
«ment^ bf eadr word,-aiil 
«b other, when it seemed 


bfrtb^r way of loddag atJ^ , 

: astf ibr the moment they a#®*** ««w^ 
rfwas Kiee the We a3r?P*T*"*» ^ W W 

W, 

. 4^tj^ yqmng oobpi *■ 
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.Ona W( 
advwced. 
aiid sweet 
‘The 1 
Withoat any 
‘ Tes, very 
like ah old 
• Will you pi 
‘ Wait a mini 
He helped 
their ease. It mi 
perfectly natural 
love erer having 
having once met b; 
them grew stroni 
ibrth eternally unij 
cient for them to h 
‘ Father, what are 
you ? ’ 

She turned and sa^ 
winding a long spool, as 
on his wife. 

. ‘lam preparing somi 
■ And from the reel ti 
thanks of Hubertine, 1 
her. husband gave her, thi 
Iheath which surrounded 


passed, and the work on the mitre 
duly meetings had assumed a great 
ity. 

should be very high, should it not? 
of eyebrows?' 

, and not the slightest shade. Quite 


le the white silk?' 

I may thread it.’ 
d this union of work put them at 
the occupation of each day seem 
1 both, and without a word of 
spoken, without their hands 
oluntary touch, the bond between 
ch hour, and they were hence* 
one to the other. It was snffi> 
ed until now. 

doing that we no longer hear 


ubert, who was occupied in 
^es were fixed atetractedly 

lid thread for your mother.' 
to his wife, from the mute 
constant little attentions 
was a warm, cuesstng 
enveloped Angelique and 
in over the fiame. The 
[, as it might alniort be 


Friiden as they bo& bent 
js^rlntiQom itself, tins ancient 

ito ddi tools ani, its peace of otiher agem^ 
an nneoosdont aocompliA in this wtark no^ 
fee at^ firdni t% noise of the sbfee^it^ 
,As if in drej^^iiiy d«^s,ii thii ooontiy of 



lishedi aad 
jay to be de- 
y.fonr hours 
[], aad seemed 
so near her, 
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^ finalisation 

rimpU souls, where miracles reign, the 
ofall joys. 

In five days the mitre was to 
Angeliqne, now sure that it would be 
livered, end that she would even have twed 
to spare, took a long breath of satisfecti^ ^ 
suddenly astonished at finding Felicity really ])ecome 
with his elbows on the trestle. Hadthd]. attempted to 
sndi intimate friends? She no longA iiig conquering 
stroggle against what she realised wa^ed at what he 
power; her ludf*malioious smiles ceLeH QQ^erstcod^ia 
tried to keep back, and which she BO«it;^ then, that bad 
spite of his subterfuges. What wauess waiting? And 
made her as if asleep, in her late restl question that she 
the eternal question returned, th^ went to her room, 
asked herself every evening when the middle of her 
Did she love him? For honrsi^again and agmn these 
great bed, she had turned ove^e could not find, and 
' words, seeking for meanings ap to explain them. But 
t hinlring she was too ignoranj 
that night, all at once, she fe 
by some inexplicable happind 
without reason, and hid her | 
one might hear her. § she loved him enough, to 
Yes, now she loved hin^ut why ? But how ? She 
■ be willing to die for him. Sold know; simply firom her 
] could not tell, she never v^at she did inde^ love himt 
, whde heart came the cry lot last; this new, overpow^ 
?!^e light had come to h^^e tiie most ardent rays df 


her heart was softened 
She cried nervously, 
in her pillow that no 


ItliA sqn. . jer tears flowed, but not ftdn 

Ear si long time 1^, she vm filled with aa^ii^ 
.Borrows Onthecoptrau . 
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regrettin] 
infkde a 
burdened 
that benceft 
‘Wards Felicn 

allow bim to 

it. To love 

acbnowledgiu] 

must undergo 
in reality a c 

martyrs of wb( 

and it seemed, 
ing berself in 
Agnes, would 1< 

Bweeter eyes than 

The following 


fusion of happiness that was indednable, 
)w, more deeply than ever, that she had not 
\ 7 dQ of Huhertine. To-day her secret 
and she made an earnest vow to herself 
she would be as cold as an icicle to- 
would suffer everything rather tlum 
her tenderness. He should never know 
, merely to love him, without even 
was the punishment, the trial she 
ion lier fault. It would be to her 
snffenng. She thought of the 
had read in the * Golden Legend,' 
that she was their sister in tortur- 
, and that her guardian angel, 
her henceforward with sadder, 


Angelique finished the mitre. 
Ith split silk, light as gossamer, 

, which were the only points of 
ame out from the royid mantle 
perfected the face with all the 
the little wherein the gold seemed like 

ffiaor tl.e aelu^. silken skin, 
of snn, was turned heaven- 

Ae TeinSIt was borne upwardly the 
V t fL radiant ^onzon of the blue plain. 

STyouthftil fithat day, he exclaimed with 
’ 'Mdistan 


^InFelicienenter^ks like you.' 

, oression ; an acknowledg- 


Imitation 


c nh ! h^w exactly sheliad purposely put in the 
« On! now an^VAn and 


It was an 
went of the res^bjT • 
Se revised the^ 

Uwdieddeqiily 
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:jv„j.. . jHutertine merely amled now, hsTiivi 
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*'N6, mother can do it bo much better than I can. 

I am too happy at the thought that I have nothing more 
to do with it.* 

*Bttt do you not like the work which yon do so 
well?’ 

. ' I ? I do not like anything in the world.’ 

- Hnbertine woa oblig^ to speak to her sternly, and 
tell Irar to be qniet. She then begged Felicien to be so 
good as to pa^on her nerrons child, who was a little 
we^ from her long-continned application. She added 
that the mitre would be at his disposal at on early hour 
oh the following morning. It was the same as if she 
had asked him to go away, but he could not leave. He 
stood and looked around him in this old workroom, 
filled with shade and with peace, and it seemed to him 
as if he were being driven from Paradise. He had spent • 
BO many sweet hours there in the illusion of his brightest 
fimcieB, that it was like tearing his very heart-strings 
to think all this was at an end. What troubled him 
tiie worst was his inability to explain matters, and that 
he could only take with him such a fearful uncertainty. 
At last he said good-day, resolved to risk everything at 
. the first oppCHrtnnity rather than not to know the truth. 

Scarcely had he closed the door when Hubert 
asked.: 

^ What is the matter with yon, my dear child? Ate 
jottill?’ . • 

; ; 'Ko, indeed. It is simply that I am tired of having 
Jyoniig man. luge. I & not wish to see him 

.. Hnbertine added: ‘Very wdlj yon will apt 
again. .%t nptiiing diodd evor ipwetA <msi^ 
‘Im'tielog'jgike.’ ; 
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Angeliqne, making some trivial excase, korried up 
to ker room as qaickly as possible. Tken she gave free 
coarse to ker tears. Ak, kow intensely kappy she was, 
yet how she suffered 1 Her poor, dear beloved ; he was 
sad enough when he found he must leave her ! But 
she must not foiget that she had made a vow to’ the 
saints, that although she loved him better than life, he 
should never know it. 
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CHAPTER Vm 

Oir the evening of this same day, immediately after 
leaidng the dinner-table, Angeliqne complained of not 
being at all well, and went up at once to her room. 
The agitation and excitement of the morning, her 
Btmggles against her true self, had quite exhausted 
her. She mode haste to go to bed, and covering her 
head with the sheet, with a desperate feeling of dis- 
appearing for ever if she could, again the tears came 
to her relief. 

The hours passed slowly, and soon it was night — a 
worm July night, the heavy, oppressive quiet of which 
entered through the window, which had been left wide 
open. In the dark heavens glistened a multitude of 
stars. It must have been nearly eleven o’clock, and 
the moon, already grown quite thin in its last quarter, 
wonld not rise nntU midnight. 

And in the obscure chamber, Angeliqne still wept 
nervously a flow of inexhaustible tears, seemingly with- 
ont reason, when a slight noise at her door caused her 
to lift np W head. 

There was a short silence, when a voice called her 
tenderly. 

*Angel^neI Angeliqnet My darling child t* 

. 'She recognised the vmce of Hubertine, Witbont 
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doabtihdlatter, in her room with her hnsbond, had jnst 
heard the distant sound of sobbing, and anxious, half- 
nndressed, she had come upstairs to find ont what was 
the matter with her daughter. 

‘ Angelique, are you ill, my dear ? ’ 

Betaining her breath, the young girl made no 
answer. She did not wish to be unkind, but her one 
absorbing idea at this moment was of solitude. To be 
alone was the only possible alleviation of her trouble. 

A word of consolation, a caress, even from' her mother, . 
would have distressed her. She imagined that she saw 
her standing at the other side of tiie door, and. from the 
delicacy of the rustling movement on the tiled floor 
she thought die must be barefooted. Two or three 
minutes passed, and she knew the kind watcher had 
not loft her place, but that, stooping, and holding with 
her beautiftil hands the clothing so carelessly thrown 
over her, she still listened at the keyhole. 

Hub^ine, bearing nothing more, not even a sigh, 
did not like to call again. She was very sure that she 
had heard sobs ; but if die child hod at lost been able 
to* sleep, what good would it do to awedcen her? She 
waited, however, another moment, troubled 1^ the 
thought of a grief whidi her daughter hid from h^, 
confusedly imagining what it might be from the tendet 
emotion with which her heart seemed filled from ^ym* 

' pathy. At last she concluded to go down as she had' . 

come up, quietly, h«r bands being BO fimiiliar vnthevei^ 
t taming t^ she needed no canAe,.and leaving be^id 
; her no other spond than the spfi^ Ught tond of hW.. 
hare feet ' . 

' iniei^ idttiog up in bed, Ai^Uque b h« " 
i .listttedh So . pcofound was the outward J 



THE DREAM 


M7 


die ooold clearly distuigaidi the slight pressnro of the 
bed <Hi die edge of each step of the stairway. At the 
fi)o^ the door of the chamber was opened, then closed 
again ; afterward, she heard a soaroely-distinct murmur, 
on affectionate, yet sad blending of voices in a half- 
whi^r. No doubt it was what her father and mother 
were sayingof her ; the fears and the hopes they had in 
regard to her. For a long timo that continued, although 
th^ must have put out their light and gone to bed. 

Never before had any night sounds in this old house 
mounted in this way to her ears. Ordinarily, sho slept 
the heavy, tranquil sleep of youth ; site heard nothing 
whatever after placing her head upon her pillow ; whilst 
now, in the wakefulness caused by the inner combat 
against an almost overpowering sentiment of afTection 
which she was determined to conquer, it seemed to 
her as if the whole house were in unison with her, that 
it was also in love, and mourned like herself. Were 
not the Huberts, too, sad, as th^ stifled thmr tears 
and thought of the chUd they had lost long ago, whose 
place, alas ! had never been filled? She knew nothing 
of this in reality, but she had a sensation in this warm 
night of the watdi of her parents below her, and ot 
tife disappointment in their lives, which they could not 
finget, notwithstanding thdr great love for each other, 
which was always as as when tbqr were young. 

Whilst she was seated in this way, listening in 
the house that tremUed and nghed, Angelique lost all 
sdtf^imtRfl, and again the tears rolled down her fiKxs, 
silently, hut warm and living, as if thqy were her life’s 
Uood. One question above ^ others 1^ tronUed her 
idiwe the early morning, and had grieved her deeply. 
Was Aerif^t in having sent sway Felioien In des^, 

f. 4 



THE DREAM 


148 

stabbed to the heart by her ccddness, and with the 
thought that die did not love him ? She knew that 
die £d bve him, yet she had willingly cansed him to 
saflbr, and now in her tnm die was snfibring intensdy. 
Why should there be so mnch pain connected with 
love? Did the saints wish for tears? Gould it be 
that Agnes, her guardian angel, was angry in the know- 
ledge that she w&s happy? Now, for the first time, 
she was distracted by a donbt. Before this, whenever 
she thought of the hero die awaited, and who must 
come sooner or later, she had arranged everything mndi 
more satisfimtorily. When the right time arrived he 
was to enter her very room, where she would immedi- 
ately recognise and welcome him, when they wonld 
both go away together, to be united for evermore. But 
how different was the reality ! He had come, and, in- 
stead of what die had foreseen, their meeting was most 
unsatiefactoiy ; they were equally unhappy, and were 
eternally separated. To what purpose? Why had 
this result come to pass ? Who had exacted froni her 
so strange a vow, that, although he might be very dear 
to her, die was never to let him know it ? 

But, yet agam, Angdiqne was especially grieved 
irom the fear that she might have been bad and done 
some very wrong tiling. Perhaps the original sin that 
was in her bad manifested itself again as when she was 
alittiegiril She thought over all her acts of pretended 
indifference : the mocUng air with wbidi die had re* 
odved Fdioien, and the malioions pleasure die took in 
giving him a fidse idea of hersdf. And the ast(xiisl||t- 
ment at what die had done^ added to a catting reoap^: 
fbr her cruelty, increased her distre«. Now, W 
d«ort was filled wiA a deep infinite pity fiw ti» 
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iag she had oansed him without loally meaniog to' 

&80. 

She saw him constantly before her, -as he was when 
he left the house in the morning : the despairing ex- 
pression of his ftce, his troubled eyes, his trembling 
lips ; and in imagination she followed him through the 
streets, as he went home, pale, utterly desolate, and 
wounded to the heart’s core by her. Where was he 
now ? Perhaps at this hour he was really ill 1 

She wrung her hands in agony, distressed that she 
ccnld not at once repair the evil she had done. Ah ! 
how she revolted at the idea of having made another 
Bufftryfor she had always wished to Ito good, and to 
render those about her as happy as possible. 

Twelve o’clock would ere long ring out from the 
old church-tower ; the great elms of the garden of the 
Bishop's palace hid the moon, which was just appearing 
above the horizon, and the chamber was still dark. 
Then, letting her head fall back upon the pillow, 
Angeliqne dwelt no longer upon these disturbing ques- 
tions, as she wished to go to sleep. But this she could 
not ^ : although she kept her eyes closed, her mind 
v^as still active ; she thought of the flowers which every 
night during tire last fOTtnight she had found when she 
went upstairs upon the balcony before her window. 
Each evening it was a lovely bouquet of violets, whi^ 
FeUcien had certainly thrown therefrom the Clos-Marie. 
%e recollected having told him that flowers generally 
gave her a sick headache, whilst violets alone had the 
, rirgiphir virtue of calming her, and so he had seqt her 
‘qt^ ail^t^ a perftmied sleep refreshed by pleasant 
’:diea^. This evening die had placed the bouquet ly 
-l^bedtide^ All at cmce she had the happy titong^t 
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of tiaUng it into her bed with her, patting it heair 'hdi^ 
chei^, and, little little, being Boothed with its swe^ 
br^th. The purple blossoms did indeed do her good. 
!^ot that she slept, however ; bnt she lay there with 
closed eyes, penetrated by the refreshing odour that 
came firam his gift ; happy to await events, in a rqktse 
and confident abandonment of her whole being. 

But suddenly she started. It was past midnight. 
She opened her eyes, and. was astonished to find her 
chamber filled wi& a dear bright light. Above the 
great dms the moon rose slowly, dimming the stara in . 
the pale sky. Through the window she saw the apse 
of the cathedral, almost white, and it seemed to her as 
if it were the reflection of this whiteness whidi entered 
her room, like the light of the dawn, and pure. 
The whitewashed walla and beams, all this blank nudity 
was iucreasdl by it, enlarged, and moved bade as if it 
were unreal as a dream. 

She still recognised, however, the old, dark, oaken 
fhmiture — ^the wardrobe, the chest and the chairs, with • 
the diining edges of their elaborate carvings. The 
bedstead done— this great square, royd conch — seemed 
new to her, as if she saw it for the first time, with its 
high columns supporting its canepy of dd-fiuhioned, 
mse^tinted cretonne, now bathed wiA such a sheet of 
^eep moonlight that die half thought she was oh a 
doid in the midst of the heavens, borne dong by a ^ 
of ' silent invisible wings. For a moment dm 
fdtdiefdlswinguigof it : it did not seem at all strai^ 
ihr nnnatnrd to her. Bnt her dght seem grew aooiul^, 
lomed to the reality her bed was again in its- ' 
.^mner, and she was in i^ hot moving her hea^'j^ > 
ri tyhe akde tfhnihg fiom d^ to side, as she 
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iaiderti of tibia li&e of beamiog rays, wilih tihe booqaot of 
Violots upon her lips. 

Why was it that she was thns in a state of waiting ? 
.'Why oonld she not sleep ? She was now sore that she 
expected someone. That she had grown quite calm 
, was a sign that her hero was about to appear. This 
consoling light, which put to flight the darkness of all 
bad dreams, announced his arriTal. He was on his 
way, and the moon, whose brightness almost equalled 
that of the sun, was simply his forerunner. She must 
be ready to greet him. 

The (Camber was as if hung with white velvet now, 
so they could see each other well. Then she got up, 
dressed herself thoroughly, putting on a simple white 
gown of foulard, the same she had worn the day of their 
excursion to the mins of Hantecoeur. She did not 
bndd her hair, but let it hang over her shoulders. She 
put a pair of slippers upon her bam feet, and drawing 
on armchair in firont of the window, seated herself, and 
waited in patience. 

Angelique did not protend to know how he would 
appear. Without doubt, he would net come up die stairs, 
and it might be that she would simply see him over the 
Olos-Morie, while she leaned from the balcony. Still, 
she kept her place on the threshold of the window, as 
it, seemed to her useless to go and watch jfor him just 
yetb - So vague was he^ idea of real Hfe, so mystic was 
love, that she did not understand in her imaginative 
. imtaiis why be might not pass through tiie walls, like 
.liie saints in the legends. Wl^ should not miracl$# 
;:eQme now, aa in the olden days, for had not ell thiS; 
-b0<m.<Kdainedfr(matheb^;iiiaing? . ' ; / 

!'4^^':.]^;for'« i^omcmt. did she^lbink she. was aknelhK 
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recdvB bim. No, indeed ! die felt' as if she were sor* 
ronndedl^ the crowd of virgins who had always been 
near her, since her early youth. Th^ entered on the 
rays of the moonlight, they came from the great dark 
trees with their bine-green tops in the Bishop’s garden, 
from the most intricate corners of the entanglement of 
the stone front of the Cathedral. From all the &rai]iar 
and beloved horizon of the Chevrotte, from the willows, 
the grasses, and bnshes, the yonng girl heard the 
dreams whidh came back to her, the hopes, the desires, 
the visions, all that which she had put of herself into 
inanimate objects as she saw them daily, and' which 
th^ now returned to her. Never had the voices of the 
invisible unknown spoken so clearly. She listened to 
them as they came from a&r, recognising particularly 
in this warm, beautiful night, so calm l^at there was 
not the slightest movement in the air, the delicate 
sound which she was wont to call the fluttering of the 
robe of Agnes, when her dear guardian angel came to 
hpr side. She laughed quietly to know that she was 
now by her, and waiting with the others who were near 
her. 

Time passed, but it did not seem long to Aw ga U gu g . 
She was quite unconscious of what was passing around 
her. It appeared to her perfectly natural, and exactly 
SB it had bUn foretold, when at last she saw Feliden 
etriding over the balustrade of the balcony. 

Bis tall figure came out in full relief before the 
ba^gR^d of the white sky ; he did not approach the 
opm window, .but remained in its luminous shadow. 

* Do not be afraid. It is I. I have come to see 

; -She wss not in the slightest way alarmed. j. 
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sixnpljr t]iooglit that he was exact to the hour of meet- 
ing, and said calmlj: 

‘Ton mduuted bythe timber firamework, did yon not?’ 

* Tes, by the framework.’ 

The idea of this way made her langb, and he him- 
self was amused by it. He had in fact palled himself 
up by the pent-honse shed ; then, climbing along the 
principal rafters from there, whose ends were supported 
by the string-course of the first story, he had without 
difficulty reached the balcony. 

' I was expecting you. Will you not come nearer > 
me?’ 

Felicien, who had arrived in a state of anger, not 
knowing how he had dared to come, but with many 
wild ideas in his head, did not move, so surprised and 
delighted was he by tffis unexpected reception. As he 
had come at last, Angelique was now certain thoit the 
saints did not prohibit her from loving, for she heard 
them welcoming him with her by a laugh as delicate 
as a breath of the night. Where in the world hod she 
ever found so ridiculous an idea as to think that Agnes 
would be angry with her ! On the contrary, Agnes 
was radiant wi^ a joy that she felt as it descended on 
her riionlders and enveloped her like a caress from two 
great wings. All those who hod died for love showed 
great compassion for youthful troubles, and only re- 
turned to earth on summer nights, Uiat, although in- 
visible, they might watch those young hearts who were 
sorrowfhl from affection. 

'But why do you not come to 'me? I was waiting 
for yon.’ 

Th^ heritatingly, Felicien approached. He had 
bean so excited, so ''carried away by*anger at her indif- { 
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famioe, tliat he had said die should be 'made .to lQve 
lum, and that, were it necesso^, he would can^ hw 
away even against her will. And lo I now finding her 
.80 gentle as he penetrated almost to the entrance of 
this chamber, so pure and white, he became subdued at 
once, and as gentle and Bubmissive as a child. 

He took three steps forward. But he was afiraid, 
and not daring to go &rther, he fell on his knees at the 
end of the balcony. 

‘Gould yon but know,* he said, ‘the abominable 
tortures 1 have passed through. I hove never imagined 
a worse safhring. Really, the only true grief is to 
think that you are not beloved by the person to whom 
yon have given your affection. I would willingly g^ve 
up all else ; would consent to be poor, dying from 
hunger, or racked by pain ; but I will not pass another 
day with this terrible doubt gnawing at my heart, of 
thinking that you do not love me. Be good, I pray 
yon, and pily me.* 

She listened to him, silent, overcome with com- 
passion, yet very happy withal. 

< This morning you sent me away in such a dread* 

' .ful mannml I had fimeied to myself that you hod 
Changed your feelings towards me, and that, appredat*. 
ing my affection, you liked me better. But, alas ! I 
:fi)iund you exactly as you had been on the first day, 
’d>1d, i^ifferent, toting me as you would have dc^ 
;Siiy o&er simple customer who passed, recallii^ .ime;. 
j^a^ly -to the commonplaces of life. Qu the stiKb^ . 

f my^.staggrned. OnCe outside, I ran, ai^ was afi^ ; 
'might scream aloud. 7hm, the moment I 

seemed to me 1 :dionld stifle wea^ I to;^ifrr 
house. out into the fid^ 
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|>j' cbanoe first on one side of the' road and then on 
iuio&er. Evening came, and I was still v^dering np 
'ju^ down. Bnt the torment of spirit moved 'fitster 
^than ever and devoured me. When one is hopelessly 
in love, it is impossible to escape firom the pains ao-' 
oompanying one’s affection. Listen!* he said, and he 
touched his breast } * it is here that yqn stabbed me, 
and the point of the knife still continues to penetrate 


He gave a long sigh at tho keen recollection of his 
tortnre. 

*I found myself at last in a thicket, overcome by 
my distress, like a tree that has been drawn up by the 
roots. To me, the only thing that existed in life, in the 
future, was you. The thought that you might nCver 
be mine was more than I could bear. Al^dy my feet 
were so weary that they would no longer support me. 

I felt that my hands were growing icy cold,, and my 
head was filled with the strangest fancies. And that 
is why 1 am here. I do not know at all how I came, 
or where I found the necessary strength to bring 
me to you. You must try to forgive me ; but had I 
been forced to do so, I would have broken open doors 
with ray fists, I would have clambered np to this bal> 
oony in broad daylight, for my will was no longer under 
. my cimtrol, and I^was quite wild. Now, will you not 
jpmdanmef’ 

.. She wm a little in the shadow, and hsj on his knees 
i^ f^'fiall mootdight, could not see that she had gtowzi 
pale in her tender repentaime, and was too ^died • 
hgr his; story to be able to speak. He thought that shh ; 
:vi^-sliU insensible to-hte ifieadings, and he joined 1^-.. 
.||^diJ^pg!ei&er;fuoBtb^eeehingly» ' 
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* All my interest in yon commenced long ago. It 
was one night when I saw yon for the first time, 
here at yonr window. Yon were only a vagne, white 
shadow ; I could scarcely distingnish one of your fea- 
tures, yet I saw you and imagined yon just as yon are 
in reality. Bat I was timid and afisid, so for severfd 
days I wandered about here, never daring to try to 
meet yon in the open day. And, in addition, since 
this is a confession, I must tell you everything; yon 
pleased me particularly in this half mystery ; it would 
have disturbed me to have yon come out from it, for 
my great happiness was to dream of yon as if yon were 
an apparition, or an unknown something to be wor^ 
shipped from afiir, without ever hoping to become 
acquunted with you. Later on, I hiew who you 
were, for after all it is difficult to resist the temptation 
to know what may be the realisation of one’s dieun. 
It was then that my restlessness commenced. It has 
increased at each meeting. Do you recollect the first 
time that we spoke to each other in the field near by, 
on that forenoon when I was examining the paint^ 
window? Never in my life did I feel so awkward as 
then, and it was not strange that you ridiculed me so. 
Afterwards I ftightened yon, and realised that I con- 
tinued to be very unfortunate in following you, even in 
the visits yon made to the poor people. Already I 
ceased to be master of my own actions, and.did things, 
that astonished me beyond measure, and which, under 
tsual cucumstances, I would not have dared attempt. 
For instance, when I presented myself here with the 
Order for a mitre, I was. pushed forward by on invobui* 
tsty as, personally, I dared not do it, knowhtg 
"tbit I n^t make yon angry. But at present I oaukot 
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regain my old self, I can only obey my impulses. I 
know that you do not like me, and yet, as yon see, in 
■spite of it all 1 have come back to you, that I may hear 
yon tell me so. If yon would bat tiy to understand 
how miserable I am. Do not love me if it is not in 
yonr heart to do so. I must accept my &te. But at 
least allow me to love you. Be as cold as you please, 
be hateful if you will — ^1 shall adore you whatevei' you 
may choose to be. I only ask to be able to see yon, 
even without any hope; merely for the joy of living 
thus at yonr feet.’ 

Felioien stopped, disheartened, losing all courage 
as he thought he would never find any way of touching 
her heart. And he did not see that Angeliqne smiled, 
half hidden as she was by the open window-sash. It 
was on invincible smile, that, little by little, spread over 
her whole face. Ah ! the dear fellow ! How simple 
and trusting he was as he outpoured the prayer of his 
heart, filled with new longings and love, in bowing 
b^ore her, as before the highest ideal of all his yonth- 
M dreams. 

To think that she had ever been so foolish as at first 
to try to avoid all meetings with him, and then, later 
on,' had determined tiiat altbough she could not help 
loving him, he should never know it ! Such folly on 
her part was quite inexplicable. Since love is right, 
and is the fate of all, what good could be gained by 
making martyrs of them both ? 

’ A complete mlence ensued, and in her enthusiastic, 
'imagbiaiive, nervous state, she .heard, louder than ever, - 
is fhe'qniet of the warm ni^t, the voices of the sainto 
^about hw, who said love was never forbidden when it>' 
‘‘Was so aideot and tme as this. Bdiind her bstdE S. ' 
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flasli t/t light had aaddoity appeared ; acanseljr ft 
hreftth, bnt ft delicate ware from ihe moon npoa the . 
cihamhw floor. An inviaible finger, no doubt that of 
her guardian angel, was placed upon her mouth, as if to 
utiBBftl her lips and relieve bw from her vow. Hence* 
fitrth she could freely unburden herself uid tell the 
truth. All that which was powerful and tender in her 
surroundings now whispered to her words which teemed 
to come from the mfinite unknown. 

Then, at last, Angelique spoke. 

‘ Ah I yes, I recollect — I recollect it all.’ 

And Feliden was at once carried away with delight 
by the music of this voice, whose extreme charm- was so 
great over him that his love seemed to increase simply 
from listening to it. 

’ Tee, I remember well when yon came in the nights 
You were so far away those first evenings that the little* 
sound you made in walking left me in quite an uucer* 
tain state. At -last 1 realised perfectly ^t it.was yon 
who approached me, and a little later I recognised your 
shadow. At length, one evening you diowed yourself ^ 
boldly, on a beautiiul, bright night like this, in the fbll- 
. white light of the moon. You come out so sbwly from 
the inanimate objects near you, like a creation from all 
. the mysteries th«t surrounded me, exactly as 1 had 
mcpect^ to see yon for a long time, and punctnid to 
iliemOetrog. 

' * 1 have never forgotten the great desire to lanj^ ; 
. winch X kept back, bnt which bndce fiirth in tqute 
me, when yon saved the linen that was. being carried 
Sifrayj'by the Qhevrott^- Z recoUeiot my auger wl^ 
me (d po« people, by giving ^em so 
add &nft making me appear as » mi|mr.\ 
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my fear on the evening when yon forced me 
to ran 40 last through the gross with my bare feet. Oh, 
yes, Z hare not forgotten anything— not the slightest 
thing.' 

At this last sentence her voice, pure and crystalline, 
was a little broken by the thought of those magic words 
of Ihe young man, the power of which she felt so deeply 
when he said, ‘I love you,' and a deep blush passed 
over her &ce. And he — ^he listened to lier with 
delight. 

'It is indeed true that I did wrong to tease yon. 
When one is ignorant, one is often so ftolish. One does 
many things which seem 'necessary, simply from the 
fear of being found fault with if following the impulses 
of the heart. But my remorse for all tiiis was deep, 
and my suflbrings, in consequence, were as great, as 
•yours. Were I to try to explain all this to yon, it 
would be quite impossible for me to do so. When you 
came to ns with your drawing of Saint Agnes, oh! I 
could have cried out, " Thank yon, thank you ! ” 1 was 
perfectly enchanted to work fm* you, as I thought yon 
would certainly make ns a daily visit. And yet, think 
of it! 1 pretended to be indifferent, as if 1 ^ taken 
. ppon mys^ the task of dmng all in my power to drive 
.•yon from the" house. Has one ever the need of being 
wftfnUy unhappy ? Whilst in reality I longed to wel> 
;semae yon and to receive you with open hands, there 
seemed to be in the depths of n^ nature another woman 
than m^f, who revolted, who was afraid of and niis>-.^ 
you— -whose delif^t it was to tortsneyon with ' 
in the vague idea of setting up a quarrel, 
esuee of.wlnri^ in n time long paned, had been', 
fbsgotton. lam not always often , 
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soul things seem to creep np that I cannot 'explain 01 
'account for. The worst of all was that 1 dared to speak 
to yon of money. Fancy it, then I Of money! I, who 
have never thought of it, who would accept chariots oi 
it, only for the pleasure of making it rain down as I 
wished, among the needy 1. What a malicious amuse- 
ment I gave myself in thus calumniating my character. 
Will you ever forgive me ? ! 
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CHAPTER IX 

FeliOEN was at her feet. Until now ho had kept his 
place in the remote comer of the balcony. But in the 
intense happiness she gave him in thus unfolding the 
innermost secrets of her sonl he had drawn himself on 
his knees towards her, as he approached the window. 
This great, illimitable joy was so unlooked for, that 
he yielded to it in all the infinitude of its hopes for the 
future. 

He half whispered : 

*Ah, dear soul, pure, kind, and beautiful, your 
wonderful goodness has cured me as with a breath ! I 
^ow not now if I have ever suffered. And, in your 
turn, yon will now have to pardon me, for I have an 
acknowledgment to make to you. I must tell you who 
I am.’ 

He was troubled at the thought he could no longer 
disguise himself or his position, since she had confided 
BO freely and entirely in him. It would be disloyal in 
the highest degree to do so. Yet he hesitated, lest he 
mi(^ after all, lose her, were she to be anxious about 
file fiitare when at last Ae knew the facte. 

And she waited for him to speak agun, a little 
nudiotons in qiite of hnaelf. 

... Hi a veiy low he oootinQtd : 

M '■ 
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' I bave told a falsehood to yonr parents.' 

* Tes, 1 know it,’ she said as she smiled. 

‘No, you do not know it; you could not possibly 
know it, for all that happened too long ago, I only 
paint on gloss for my own pleasure, and as a simple 
amusement'; you really ought to be told of that.’ 

Then, with a quick movement, she put her hand on 
his mouth, as if she wished to prevent this ezplanar 
tion. 

‘1 do not care to hear any more. I have been 
expecting you. I knew that sooner or later you would 
come, and yon have done so. That is all-sufiBcient.’ 

They talked no longer for a while. That little hand 
over his lips seemed almost too great a happiness for 
him. 

‘ When the right time comes, then I shall know all. 
Yet I assure you that I am ignorant of nothing con* 
nected with you, for everything had been revealed to 
me before our Hist meeting. You were to be, and can 
be, only the handsomest, the richest, and the meet noHe 
of men, the one above all others ; for that has ever been 
my dream, and in the sure certainty of its full acoom* 
pliahment I wait calmly. You are the chosen hetowho 
it was ordained should come, and I am yours.* 

A second time she interrupted herself m the tremor 
of the words she pronounced. She did not appear to 
say them by herself alone; they came to her as if ai» n^ 
Iqr the beautiM night from the great white heaven^ 
frmn the old trees, and the aged stones sleeping outside 
Snddreaming aloud the frncies of the young^L 
Mund her voices also whispered them to her, theviises 
U her frietids in the ‘ Ooldea Legend,* with whom dit 
M peop^ the air and the qwee around hoc. Xn;i^ 
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‘atmosphere she had ever lived — mysticism, in which 
..she revelled until it seemed fact on one side, and the 
..daily work of life on the other. Nothing seemed strange 
■ to her. 

Now but one word remained to be said — ^that which 
would express all the long waiting, the slow creation of 
affection, the constantly increasing fever of restlessness. 
It escaped from her lips like a cry from a distance, from 
the white flight of a bird mounting upward in the light 
of the early dawn, in the pure whiteness of the chamber 
behind her. 

‘ I love you.' 

Angelique, her two hands spread out, bent forward 
towards Feiicien. And he recalled to himself the even* 
ing when she ran barefooted through the grass, making 
so adorable a picture that he pursued her in order to 
stammer in her ear these same words : ‘ I love you.’ 
He knew that now she was simply replying to him with 
the same cry of affection, the eternal cry, which at lust 
came from W freely-opened heart. 

* Yes, I love you. I am yours. Lead the way, and 
I will follow yon wherever it may be.’ 

In this surrender of her soul she gave herself to hinc 
folly and entirely. It was the hereditary flame relighted 
within her — ^the pride and the passion she thought had 
been conquered, but whi<di' awoke at the wish of her 
beloved.' He trembled before this innocence, so ardent 
fold, so ingenuous. He took her hands gently, and 
crossed them upon her breast. For a moment he 
lodmd at her, radiant with the intense happiness .hw 
.oonfosskm had giyen him, unwilling to wound her ddi- 
eacy in the slightest degree, and not thinking of yidd> 

to tile tmptatioo of evmi hissing her hair. : 
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‘ You love me, and yon know tiiat 1 love yon ! Ah ! 
what bliss there is in such knowledge.' 

But they were suddenly drawn from their ecstatic 
state by a change about them. What did it all mean ? 
They realised ihat now th^ were looking at each other 
under a great white light. It seemed to them as if the 
brightness of the moon had been increased, and was as 
resplendent as that of the sun. It was in reality the 
daybreak, a slight shade of which already tinged with 
purple the tops of the elm-trees in the neighbouring 
gardens. What? It could not be possible that the 
dawn liad come ? They were astonished by it, for they 
did not realise so long a time had passed since they 
began to talk together on the balcony. She had as yet 
told him nothing, and he had so many things he wished 
to say! 

* Oh, stay one minnte more, only one minute ! ' he 
exclaimed. 

The daylight advanced still faster — ^the smiling 
morning, already warm, of what was to be a hot day in 
summer. One by one the stars were extinguished, and 
with them fled the wandering vimons, and all the host 
of invisible friends seemed to mount upward and to 
glide away on the moon’s rays. 

Now, in the full, clear light, the room behind them 
had only its ordinary whiteness of walls and ceiling, 
and seemed qnite empty with its old-fashioned fomituie 
of dork oak. The velvet han^ngs were no longer 
there, and the bedstead had resumed its origiiuil shape, 
as it stood half hidden by the falling of one of its cor* 

'Do stay! Let me be near yon only one minute 
morel* 
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Angelique, having risen, refused, and begged 
Felicien to leave immediately. Since the day had 
come, she had grown confused and anxious. The 
reality was now here. At her right hand, she seemed 
to hear a delicate movement of wings, whilst her hair 
was gently blown, althougli there was not the slightest 
breath of wind. Was it not Saint Agnes, who, having 
remained until the last, was now forced to leave, driven 
away by the sun ? 

* No, leave me, I beg of you. I am unwilling you 
should stay longer.* 

Then Felicien, obedient, withdrew. 

To know that he was belovt'd was enough for him, 
and satisfied him. Still, before leaving the balcony, he 
turned, and looked at her again fixedly, as if he wished 
to carry away with him an indelible remembrance of 
her. They both smiled at each other as they stood thus, 
bathed with light, in this long caressing look. * 

At last he said : 

• I love you.* 

And she gently repeated : 

‘ I love you.* 

That was all, and he had in a moment, with the 
agility of a bird, gone down the woodwork of the comer 
of the building, while she, remaining on the balcony, 
leaned on the balustrade and watched him, with her 
tender, beautiful eyes. She had taken the bouquet ol 
violets and. breath^ the peifume to cool her feverish- 
ness. When, in crossing the Clos-Marie, he lifted his 
head, he saw that she was kissing the flowers. 

Scarcely had Felicien disappeared behind the wil- 
lows, when Angelique was disturbed by hearing below 
Che opening of the house^oor. Fonr o’clock had just 
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Btrack, and no one was in tke habit of getting np njitil 
two honrs later. Her Borprise increaBed when she 
recognieed Hnbertine, as it was always Hubert who 
went down the first. She saw her follow slowly the 
walks of the narrow garden, her arms hanging listlessly 
at her sides, .as if, after a restless, sleepless night, a 
feeling of suffocating, a need of breathing the firesh air, 
had made her leave her room so early. And Hubertme- 
was really very beantiftil, with her clothra so hastily 
put on ; and she seemed very weary — ^happy, but in the 
deepest grief. 

The morning of the next day, on waking from a 
sound sleep of eight hours, one of those sweet, deep, 
refreshing sleeps that come after some great happiness, 
Angelique ran to her window. The sky was clear, the 
air pure, and the fine weather had returned after a 
heavy shower of the previous evening. Delighted, she 
called out joyously to Hubert, who was just opening 
the blinds below her : 

‘ Father ! father I do look at the beautiful suulight ; 
Oh, how glad I am, for the procession will be 
superb I ’ 

Dressing hersdf as quickly as possible, she hurried 
to go downstairs. It was on that day, July 28, 
' that the Procession of the Miracle would pass through 
.the streets of the upper town. Every summer at this 
date it was also a festival for the embroiderers; all work 
was put asido, no needles were thread^ but the day 
was passed in ornamenting the house, after a traditiond 
arrangement that had been tiransmitt^ fiom mother to 
laughter fmr four hifodred years. 

All the while that she was talcing her 
Angeliqiie talkid of the hax^piigs. ^ < 
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< Mother, we most look at them at once, to see if 
th^ are in good order.* 

* We have plenty of time before us, my dear,* replied 
Hnbertine, in her quiet way. ‘ We s^l not put them 
up until afternoon.’ 

The decorations in question consisted of throe large 
panels of the most admirable ancient embroidery, which 
the Huberts guarded with the greatest care as a sacred 
Ihmily relic, and which they brought out once a year 
on the occasion of tlie passing of this special pro- 
cession. 

The previous evening, according to a time-honoured 
custom, the Master of the Ceremonies, the good Abbd 
Oomille, had gone from door to door to notify the 
inhabitants of the route which would be taken by the 
bearers of the statue of Saint Agnes, accompani^ by 
Monseigneur the Bisliop, carrying the Holy Sacrament 
For more than five centuries tiiis route had been the 
same. The departure was made from the portal of Saint 
Agnes, then by the Hue des Orfbvres to the Grand 
Roe, to the Hue Basse, and after having gone through 
the whole of the lower town, it return^ by K*>e 
Magloire and the Place da Cloltre, to reappear again 
at the great front entrance of the Church. And Gie 
dwells on all these streets, vieing with each other in 
their zeal, decorated their -windows, hung upon their 
walls their richest possessions in silks, satins, velvets, 
<Hr tapestry, and strewed the pavements with fiowets, 
.particularly with the leaves of roses and carnations. . 

Angelique was very impatient until permission bad 
iMen given her to take ficom the drawers, wh^ they 
had b^ qn^y restuig fi)r the past twelve months, 
three jAmes of embnfideiy. 
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* They ore in perfect order, mother. Nothing has 
happened to them/ she said, as she looked at them, en- 
raptured. 

She had with the greatest care removed the mass of 
silk paper that protected them from the dust, and they 
now appeared in all their beauty. The three were 
consecrated to Mary. The Blessed Virgin receiving the 
visit of the Angel of the Annunciation; the Virgin 
Mother at the foot of the Cross ; and the Assumption of 
the Virgin. They were made in the fifteenth century, 
of brightly coloured, silks wrought on a golden back- 
ground, and were wonderfully well preserved. The 
&mily had always refused to sell them, although very 
large sums had been offered by different churches, and 
they were justly proud of their possession. 

* Mother dear, may I not hang them up to-day ? ’ 

AU these preparations required a great deal of time. 

Hubert was occupied the whole forenoon in cleaning the 
ftont of the old building. He fastened a broom to 
the end of a long stick, that ho might dust all the 
wooden panels decorated with bricks, os fiir os the 
framework of the roof; then with a sponge he washed 
all the sub-basement of stone, and all the parts of the 
stairway tower that he could reach. When that was 
iinislied, the three superb pieces of embroidery were put 
in their places. Angelique attached them, by their 
rings to venerable nails that were in the waUs; the 
Annunciation below the window at the left, the Assump- 
tion below the window at the right, while for tiie 
Calvary; the noils ibr that were above the greot window 
ofthe first story, and she was obliged to use a step-ladder 
that she might hang it there in its tom. She had 
Already embdilished the window witii fiowen^ so that 
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the ancient dwelling seemed to hare gone back to the 
fitivaway time of its yonth, with its embroideries of gold 
and of silk glistening in the beautifnl sunshine of this 
festive day. 

After the noon breakfast the activity increased in 
every direction, and the wliole Hue des Orfhvres was 
now in excitement. To avoid the great heat, the pro- 
cession would not move until live o'clock, but after 
twelve the town began to be decorated. Opposite the 
Huberts’, the silversmith dressed his shop with draperies 
of an exquisite light blue, bordered with a silver fringe ; 
while the wax-cluuidler, who was next to him, mode use 
of his window-curtains of red cotton, which looked more 
brilliant than ever in the broad light of day. At each 
house there were different colours; a prodigality of 
staffs, everything that people owned, even to rugs of all 
descriptions, were blowing about in tlie weary air of this 
hot summer afternoon. The street now seemed clothed, 
sparkling, and almost trembling witli gaiety, os if changed 
into a gallery of fete open to the sky. All its inliabitants 
were rushing to and fro, pushing against each other, 
speaking loud, as if in their own homes ; some of them 
carrying their arms full of objects, others climbing, 
driving bails, and calling vociferously. In addition, to 
all this was the reposoir, or altar, that was being prepared 
at the comer of the Grand Hue, the arrangements for 
which called for the services of all the women of the 
udlghbourhood, who eagerly offered their vases and 
candlesticks. 

Angelique ran down to carry the two rimdelabra, of 
the style of the Eminre, whirii they had on the mantel- 
dhdf of their parlour. She had not taken a moment’s 
rest sinoe the early morning, but had shown no signs of 
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fttigae, being, on the contrary, supported and carried 
above herself by her great inward happiness. And as 
she came back from her errand, her hair blown all 
about her face by the wind, Hubert began to tease her 
as she seated herself to strip off the leaves of the roses, 
and to put tliem in a great basket. 

‘ Yon could not do any more than yon have done 
were it your wedding^y, my dear. Is it, then, that 
you are really to be married now ? ’ 

‘But yes! oh, yes! Why not?’ she answered 
gaily. 

Hnbertine smiled in her turn, 

‘ While waiting, my daughter, since the house is so 
satisfiictorily arranged, the best thing for us to do is to 
go upstaire and dress.’ 

‘ In a minute, mother. Look at my full badret.’ 

She had finished taking the leaves from the roses 
wHdi die had reserved to throw before Monseignenr. 
The petals rained from her slender fingers ; the basket 
was running over with its light, perfumed contents. 

' Then, as she disappeared on the narrow stairway of the 
tower, she said, while laughing heartily : 

‘ We will be quick. I will.make myself beautiful aa 
a star ! ’ 

The afternoon advanced. Now the feverish move- 
ment in Beaumont-rEglise was calmed ; a peculiar air 
of expectation seemed to fill the streets, which were all 
ready, and where everyone spoke softly, in hushed, 
whispering voices. The heat had diminished, as the 
sun’s rays grew oblique, and between the houses, so 
eloedy pressed tiie one against the others, there 
jbom the -pele sky only a warm, fine diadow of a genda’, 
serene natare^ The dr of mention was j^x^wndrW 
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if tlie old townliad become simply a contajraation of the 
/Cathedral ; the only sound of carriages that could be. 
: heard came np from Beanmont-la-Yille, the new town 
on the banks of the Ligneul, where many of the &ctories 
. were not closed, as the proprietors disdained taking part 
in this ancient religions ceremony. 

Soon after four o’clock the great bell of the northern 
tower, the one whose swinging stirred the house of the 
Huberts, began to ring ; and it was at that very 
moment that Hubertine and Angeliqne reappeared. 
The former had put on a dress of polo buff linen, 
trimmed with a simple thread lace, but her figure was 
so slight and youthful in its delicate loundness that she 
looked as if she were the sister of her adopted daughter. 
Angeliqne wore her dress of white foulard, with its soft 
ruchings at the neck and wrists, and nothing else; 
neither earrings nor bracelets, only her bare wrists and 
throat, soft in their satiny wMteneas as they came out 
from the delicate material, light as the opening of a 
flower. An invisible comb, put in place hastily, 
scarcely held the curls of her golden hair, which was 
carelessly dressed. She was artless and proud, of a 
most touching simplicity, and, indeed, ‘ beautiful as a 
star.’ 

‘Ahl’ she said, *the bell! that is to show that 
Monseigneur has left his palace.' 

The bell continued to sound bud and clear in the great 
'.pnrily of the atmosphere. The Huberts instidled them- 
selves at the wide-opened window of the first story, the 
’ mother and daughter being in firtmt, with their elbows 
resting on the bar of support, and the husband and ftUier 
sttoding behind them. These were their accustomed 
'"places j th^ could not possibly have ftnmd better, si 
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th^ would be tbe very first to see tbe procession as it 
came fh>m the farther end of the chnrch, without miss- 
ing even a single candle of the marching-past. 

* Where is my basket ? * asked Angeliqne. 

Hubert was obliged to take and pass to her the 

basket of rose-leaves, which slie held between her arms, 
pressed against her breast. 

* Oh that bell ! ’ she at last murmured ; ‘ it seems as 
if it would lull us to sleep 1 * 

And still the waiting continued in the little vibrating 
house, sonorous with the musical movement ; the street 
and the great square waited, subdued by this great 
trembling, whilst the hangings on every side blew about 
more quietly in the air of the coming evening. The 
perfume of roses was very sweet. 

Anotiier half-hour passed. Then at the same 
moment the two halves of the portal of Saint Agnes 
were opened, and they perceived the very depths of the 
churdi, dork in reality, but dotted with little bright 
spots from the tapers. First the bearer of the Cross 
appeared, a sub-deacon in a tunic, accompanied by the 
acolytes, each one of whom held a lighted candle in his 
hand. Behind them hurried along the Master of the 
Ceremonies, the good Abb€ Comille, who, after having 
assured himself that everything was in perfect order* in 
the street, stopped under the porch, and assisted a 
moment at the passing out, in order to be sure that the 
places assigned to each section hod been rightly tak^a. 
The various societies of laymen opened the inarch ; 
- charitable associations, schools, by mnk of seniority, and 
numerous public organisations. There were a great 
many child^ : littie girls all in white, like brides, and 
little bareheaded boys, witii curly hair, dressed in 
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their best, like princes, already looking in ereiy direc- 
tion to find where their mothers were. A splendid 
fellow, nine years of age, walked hy himself in the 
middle, clad like Saint John the Baptist, with a sheep- 
skin orer his thin, bare shoulders. Four little girls, 
covered with pink ribbons, bore a shield on which was 
a sheaf of ripe wheat. Then there were young girls 
grouped around a banner of the Blessed Virgin ; ladies 
in black, who also had their special banner of crimson 
silk, on which was embroidered a portrait of Saint 
Joseph. There were other and still other banners, in 
velvet or in satin, balanced at the end of gilded bfttons. 
The brotherhoods of men were no less numerous ; peni- 
tents of all colony, but especiidly the gr^ penitents in 
dark linen suits, wearing cowls, and whoso emblem 
made a great sensation — a large cross, with a wheel, to 
which were attached the instruments of the Passion. 

Angelique exclaimed with tenderness when the 
children came by : 

* Oh, the blessed darlings ! Do look at them all I * 

One, no higher than a boot, scarcely three years of 
age, proudly tottered along on his little feet, and looked 
BO comical that she plunged her hands into her basket 
and literally covered him with flowers. He quite dis- 
appeared under them for an instant ; he had roses in 
1^ hair and on his shoulders. The exquisite little 
laughing dtont he uttered was enjoyed on every side, 
and flowers rained down from all the windows as the 
<&emb passed. In the humming silence of the street 
one could now only hear the deafened sound of the 
ragolar movement of feet in the procession, while 
flowers by thehandflil still continaedtofallBilently upon 
the pavement. Very soon there were heaps of thmn. 
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Bat now, reassured upon the good order of the lay* 
men, the Abbd Cornille grew impatient and disturbed, 
inasmuch as the procession had been stationary for 
nearly two minutes, and he walked quickly towards the 
head of it, bowing and smiling at the Huberts as he 
passed. 

‘What has happened? What can prevent them 
from continuing?’ said Angelique, all feverish from 
excitement, os if she were waiting for . some expected 
happiness that was to come to her from the other end 
that was still in the church. 

Hubertine answered her gently, as usual : 

' There is no reason why they should run.’ 

‘ There is some obstruction evidenjjly ; perhaps it is 
a repoaoir that is still unfinished,’ Hubert added. 

The young girls of the Society of the Blessed Virgin, 
the ‘ ^ughters of Mary ’ as they are called, had already 
<k>mraenced singpng a canticle, and their clear voices 
rose in the air, pure as crystal. Neater and nearer the 
double ranks caught the movement and recommenced 
their march. 
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CHAPTER X 

After the civilians, the clergy began to leave the church, 
the lower orders coming first. All, in surplices, covered 
their heads with their caps, under tiie porch ; and each 
one held a large, lighted wax taper; those at the right 
in their right hand, and those at the left in their left 
hand, outside the rank, so there was a doable row of 
fiame, almost deadened by the brightness of the 
day. First were representatives from the great semi- 
naries, the parishes, and then collegiate churches ; then 
came the beneficed clergymen and clerks of the Cathedral, 
followed by the canons in white plnvials. In their 
midst were the choristers, in capes of red silk, who 
chanted the anthem in full voice, and to whom all the 
clergy relied in lower notes. The hymn, *Pange 
Lingua,’ was grandly given, ^e street was now filled 
with a rustling of muslin firom the flying winged sleeves 
of the surplices, which semned pimo^ all ovar with tiny 
stars of pale gold from the flames of the candles. 

‘Ob I’ at last Angdique half sighed, 'there is Somt 
Agnesi’ 

She nniled at the saint, borne by fimr clerlm in 
white surplices, on a plat&rm of white vdvet heavily 
ornamented with lace. Xaoh year it was like a new 
surprise to her» as die saw her guardian angd thus 
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brought out firom the shadows where she had been 
growing old for centuries, quite like another person under 
the brilliant sunshine, as if she were timid and blushing 
in her robe of long, golden hair. She was really so old, 
yet still very young, with her small hands, her little, 
slender feet, her delicate, prlish &ce, blackened by 
time. 

But Monseigneur was to follow her. Already the 
swinging of the censers could be heard coming firom the 
depths of the church. 

There was a slight murmuring of voices as Angelique 
repeated: 

‘ Monseigneur, Monseigneur,’ and with her eyes still 
upon the saint who was going l^, she recalled to mind 
at this moment the old histories. The noble Marquesses 
d’Hantecoeur delivering Beaumont firom the plague, 
thanks to the intervention 'of Agnes, then Jean V. and 
all those his race coming to kneel before her image, to 
pay their devotions to the saint, and she seemed to see 
them all, the lords of the mirade, coming one by one 
like a line of princes. 

A large space had been left empty. Then the 
chaplain chaiged with the care of the crosier advanced, 
holding it erect, the carved part being towards him. 
Afterward came two censer-bearers, who walked back- 
wards and swung the censers gently firom dde to side, 
each one having near him an acolyte charged with the 
incense-box. There was a little difficulty before they 
succeeded in passing by one of the divisions of the door 
the great canopy of royal scarlet velvet, decorated witii 
a heavy firinge of gold. But the delay was short, order: 
was quickly re-establiahed, and the designated OSciafar 
took the supports in hand. Underneath, between his 
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deacons of honour, Alonselgneur walked, bareheaded, 
his shoulders covered with a white scarf, the two ends of 
which enveloped his hands, which bore the Holy Sacra* 
ment as high as possible, and without touching it. 

Immediately the incense-bearers resumed their 
places,' and the censei's sent out in haste, fell back again 
in unison with the little silvery sound of their chains. 

But Angelique started as she thought, where had she 
ever seen anyone who looked like Monsetgneur ? She 
certainly knew his face before, but had never been 
struck by it as to-day ! All heads were bowed in 
solemn devotion. But slie was so uneasy, slie simply 
bent down and looked at him. He was tall, slight, 
and noble-looking ; superbin his physical strength, not- 
withstanding his sixty years. II is eyes were piercing as 
those of an eagle; his nose, a little prominent, only seemed 
to increase the sovereign authority of his face, which was 
somewhat softened by his white hair, that was thick and 
curly. She noticed the pallor of his complexion, and it 
seemed to her as if he suddenly (lushed from some un- 
known reason. Perhaps, however, it was simply a 
reflection from the great golden-rayed sun which he 
carried in his covered hands, and which placed him in a 
radiance of mystic light. 

Certainly, he to-day made her think of someone, but 
of whom ? As soon as he left the church, Monseigneur 
had commenced a psalm, which he recited in a low voice, 
attesting tho verses thereof with his deacons. And 
Angelique tjeinbled when she saw him turn his eyes 
towards their window, for he seemed to her so severe, 
so haughty, and so cold, as if he were condemning the 
vanity of all earthly aflTection. He turned his fiiee 
towards the three bands of ancient embroide]7---Mai7 

V 
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and the Angel, Mary at the foot of the Cross, Mary 
being borne to Heaven— and his face brightened. 
Then he lowered his eyes and fixed them upon her, but 
she was so disturbed she could not tell whether his 
glance was harsh or gentle ; at all events it was only 
for a moment, for quickly regarding the Holy Sacrament, 
his expression was lost in the light which came from the 
great golden vessel. The censers still swung back and 
forth with a measured rhythm, while a little blue cloud 
mounted in the air. 

But Angelique’s heart now beat so rapidly she could 
scarcely keep still. Behind the canopy she had just 
seen a chaplain, his fingers covered with a scarf, who 
was carrying the mitre as devoutly as if it were a sacred 
object, Saint Agnes flying heavenward with the two 
angels, tlie work of her hands, and into each stitch of 
which slie had put such deep love. Then, among the 
laymen who followed, in the midst of functionaries, of 
officers, of magistrates, sho recognised Felicien in the 
front rank, slight and graceful, with his curly hair, his 
rather large but straight nose, and his black eyes, the 
expression of which was at the same time proud and 
gentle. She expected him ; she was not at all surprised 
to find him transformed into a prince ; her heart simply 
was overflowmg with joy. To the anxious look which 
he gave her, as of imploring forgiveness for his falsehood, 
die replied by a lovely smile. 

*Bat look!’ exclaimed Hubertine, astonished at 
what she saw, 'is not that the young man who came to 
our house about the mitre ?' 

She had also recognised him, and was much dittoihad 
. when, turning towards the young girl, she saw the lattof 
transfigure^ in ecstacy, avoiding a i^y. 
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' * Then he did not tell ns the truth about himself? 
But why? Do you know the reason? Tell me, my 
dear, do you know who this young man is ? * 

Yes, perhaps in reality she did know. An inner 
voice answered all these questions. But she dared not 
speak; she was unwilling to ask herself anything. At 
the right time and at the proper place the truth would 
be made clear. She thought it was approaching, and 
felt an increase of prido of spirit, and of great love. 

‘But what is it? What has h.ippened?’ asked 
Hubert, as he bent forward and tondicd the shoulder of 
his wife. 

He was never present at the moment of an occur* 
renco, but always appeared to come from a reverie to the 
realisation of what passed about him. When the young 
man was pointed out to him, he did not recognise him 
at all. 

* Is it he ? I think not. No, you must be mis* 
taken ; it is not he.' 

Then Hubertine acknowledged that she was not 
quite sure. At all events, it was as well totalk nomore 
about it, bat she would inform herself later on. But 
the proceission, which had stopped again in order that 
Honseigneur might incenso the Holy Sacrament, which 
was placed among the verdure of a temporary altar at 
the comer of the street, was now about to move on 
again ; and Angelique, whose hands seSmed lost in the 
basket on h«r lap, suddenly, in her delight and oonfiision, 
made a quick movement, and carelessly threw out a 
great quantity of the perfumed petals. At that instant 
Fdknen approached. The leaves fell like a Uttle 
^wer, and at last two of them fluttered, tudanoed 
tihemseilvee, then ^uiefly settled down on hui hair, , 
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It was over. The canopy had disappeared round 
the comer of the Qrond Bne, the end of the cortege went 
by, leaving the pavements deserted, hnshed as if quieted 
by a dreamy faith, in the rather strong exhalation of 
crushed roses. Yet one could still hear in the distance, 
growing weaker and weaker by degrees, the silvery 
sound of the little chains of the swinging censers. 

* Oh mother ! ’ said Angeliqne, pleadingly, ‘ do let 
ns go into the chnrdi, so as to see them all as they come 
bock.’ 

Hubertine’s first impulse was to refuse. But she, 
for her own part, was very anxious to ascertain what she 
could about Felicien, so she replied : 

‘ Yes, after a while, if you really wish to do so.’ 

But they must, of coarse, wait a little. Angelique, 
after going to her room for her hat, conld not keep still. 
She returned every minute to the great window, which 
was still wide open. She looked to the end of the street 
.inquiringly, then she lifted her eyes os if seeking some* 
tiling in space itself; and so nervous was she t^t she 
spoke aloud, as she mentally followed the procession 
step by step. 

‘ Now they are going down the Hue Basse. Ah ! 
see, they must be taming on the square before the Sous 
Prefecture. There is no end to all the long streets in 
Beaumont*la*Ville. What pleasure can they take in 
se^g Saint Agn^s, I would like to know. All these 
petty tradesmen ! ’ 

Above them, in the heavens, was a delicately rose* 
tinted cloud, with a band of white and gold around it, 
and it seemed as if from it there came a devotional peace 
and a hudi of reHigious expectation. In the iwimnhility 

the air (me revised that civil life was suspended. 
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as' if Ghid had left His house, and everyone was awaiting 
His return before resuming their daily occupations. 
Opposite them the blue draperies of the silversmith, and 
the red cnrtoins of the wax-chandler, still barred the 
interior of their shops and hid the contents from view. 
The streets seemed empty ; there was no reverberation 
from one to the other, except that of the slow march of 
the clergy, whoso progress conld easily bo realised from 
every comer of the town. 

‘ Mother ! mother ! I assure yon that now they are at 
the corner of the Hue Mogloire. They trill soon come 
up the hill.’ 

She was mistaken, for it was only half-past six, and 
the procession never came back before a quarter-post 
seven. She would have known well, had she not been 
over-impatient, that the canopy must be only at the 
lower wharf of the Ligneul. But she was too excited to 
think. 

‘ Oh ! mother dear ! do let ns hurry, or we may not 
find any places.’ 

* Come, make haste then, little one,’ at last Huber- 
tine said, smiling in spite of herself. ‘ 'We shall cer- 
tainly be obliged to wait a great while, but never 
mind.’ 

* As for me, I will remain at home,’ said Hubert. 

* I can take down and put away the embroidered panels, 
and then I will set the table for dinner.’ 

The diurch seemed empty to them, as the Blessed 
Sacrament was no longer there. All the doors were 
wide open, like those of a house in complete disorder, 
where one is awaiting the return of the master. ‘Very 
few persons came in ; the great altar alone, a sarcopha- 
gus the severe Bomanesqne style, glitter^ as if bum- 
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ing at tbe end of the nave, covered as it was with stars 
from the flame of many candles ; all the rest of the 
enormous building — the aisles, the chapels, and the 
arches— seemed filled with shadow under the coming-on 
of the evening darkness. 

Slowly, in order to gain a little patience, Angelique 
and Hubertine walked round the edifice. Low down, it 
seemed as if crushed, thickset columns supported the 
semicircular arches of the side-aisles. They walked 
the whole length of the dark chapels, which were buried 
almost as if they were crypts. Then, when they crossed 
over, before the great . entrance portal, under the tri- 
forium of the organ, they had a feeling of deliverance as 
they raised their eyes towards the high, Gothic windows 
of the nave, which shot up so gracefully above the 
heavy Romanesque coursed work. But they continued 
by the southern side-aisle, and the feeling of suflbcation 
returned again. At the cross of the transept four 
enormous pillars made the four comers, and rose to a 
great height, then struck off to support the roof. There 
was still to be found a delicate purple-tinted light, the 
&rewell of day, through the rose windows of the side 
fronts. They had crossed the three steps which led to 
the choir, then they turned by the circumference of the 
apse, which was the very oldest part of the building, 
md seemed most sepulchral. They stopped one moment 
and leaned against the ancient grating, which entirely 
surrounded the choir, and which was most elaborately 
wrought, that they might look at the flaming altar, 
where separate light was reflected in the old 
polished oak of the stalls, moat marveUons stalls, covered 
with rare sculptures. So at last they came back to the 
point from wMch they started, lifting np their heads as • 
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if they breathed more fiieely from the heights of the 
nave, which the growing shades at night drove farther 
away, and enlarged the old walls, on which were &int 
remains of paintings and of gold. 

* I know perfectly well that we are altogether too 
early,’ said Hubertine. 

Angeliqne, without replying, said, as if to her> 
self: 

*How grand it is 1 ’ 

It really seemed to her os if slio hod never known 
the chnrch before, but that she had just seen it for the 
first time. Her eyes wandered over the motionless sea 
of chairs, then went to the depth of tho chapels, where 
she could only imagine were tombs and old funereal 
stones, on account of the increased darkness therein. 
But she saw at last the Chapel Hautecceur, where she 
recognised the window which bad been reptured, with 
its Saint George, that now looked vague os a dream, in 
the dusk. She was unusually happy. 

At last there was a gentle shaking through the 
whole building, and the great clock struck. Then the 
bell began to ring. 

< Ah ! now,’ she said, * look, for they are really coming 
np the Bue Mogloire.’ 

This time it was indeed so. A crowd invaded the 
chnrch, the aisles were soon filled, and one realised that 
each minute the procession approached nearer and nearer. 
The noise increo^ with tho pealing of the bells, with a 
certaiin rushing movement of air by tihe great entrance^ 
;tbe portal of which was wide open. 

Ahgelique, leaning on Hubertihe’s shouldeiv made 
herself as tall as possible by standing uprm the p(wts of 
her feet, os she looked towards tiiis arched open spaeO} 
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tbft roandness of whose top was perfectly defined in the 
pale twilight of the Place da Cloitre. The first to ap> 
pear was, of coarse, the bearer of the Cross, accompanied 
jby his two acolytes with their candelabra; and bdiind. 
them the Master of the Ceremonies harried along — ^the 
good Abb6 Comille, who now seemed qaite oat of 
breath and overcome by fatigue. At the threshold of 
the door, the silhouette of each new arrival was thrown 
out for a second, clear and strong,- then passed quickly 
away in the darkness of the interior. Tliere wer^ the 
laymen, the schools, the associations, the fraternities, 
whose banners, like sails, wavered for an instant, then 
suddenly vanished in the shade. One saw again the 
pale ' daughters of Mary,’ who, os tliey entered, still 
sang with their voices like those of seraphim. 

The Cathedral had room for all. The nave was 
slowly filled, the men being at the right and the women 
at the left. But night had come. The whole place 
outside was dotted with bright points, hundreds of 
moving lights, and soon it was the turn for the clergy, 
the tapers that were, hold outside the ranks mak ing a 
doable yellow cord as they passed through the door. 
The tapers seemed endless os they succeeded each other 
and multiplied themselves; the great seminary, the 
poridies, and the Cathedral ; the choristers still singing 
the anthem, and the canons in their white pluvials. 
Then little by little the church became lighted up, 
seemed inhabited, illuminated, overpowered by hundreds 
of stars, like a summer sky. 

Two chairs being unoccupied, Angelique stood upon 
one of them. 

‘Get down, my dear,’ whispered Hubertine, 'for 
that is forbidden.’ 
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Bat she tranquilly remained there, and did not 
move. 

‘Why is it forbidden? 1 must see, at all events. 
Oh ! how exquisite all this is ! ’ 

At last she prevailed upon her mother to get upon 
the other chair. 

Now the whole Cathedral was glowing with a reddish 
yellow light. This billow of candles which crossed it 
illuminated the lower arches of the side-aisles, the depth 
of the chapels, and glittered u]x>n the glass of some 
shrine or upon the gold of some tabernacle. The rays 
even penetrated into the apse, and the sepulchral crypts 
were brightened up by them. The choir was a mass of 
flame, with its altar on fire, its glistening stalls, and its 
old railing, whose ornamentation stood out boldly. And 
the flight of the nave was stronger marked than ever, 
with the heavy curved pillars below, supporting the 
round arches, while above, the numbers of little columns 
gi;ew smaller and smaller as they burst forth among the 
broken arches of the ogives, like an inexpressible 
declaration of faith and love which seemed to come from 
the lights. In the centre, under the roof, along the 
ribs of the nave, there was a yellow cloud, a thick odour 
of wax, from the multitude of little tapers. 

But now, above the sound of feet and the moving of 
chairs, one heard again the falling of the chains of the 
censers. Then the organ pealed forth majestically, a 
glorious burst of music that filled to overflowing the 
highest arches as if with the rambling of thunder. It 
was at this instant that Monseignenr arrived on the 
Place du Cloitro. The statue of Saint Agnes had 
reached the apse, still borne by the surpliced clerks, and 
her fiu» looked very calm undw the light, as if she were 
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more than happy to return to her dpeama of fbttf een> 
tunes. At last, preceded by the crosier, and followed 
by the mitre, Mouseigneur entered with his deacons 
under the canopy, still having his two hands covered 
with a white scarf, and holding the Blessed Sacrament 
in the same position as at first. The canopy, which was 
borne down the central aisle, was stopped at the railing 
of the choir, and there, on account of a certain nnavoid> 
able confusion, the Bishop was for a moment made to 
approach the persons who formed his suite. Since 
Feticien had reappeared, Angelique had looked at him 
constantly. It so happened that on account of the 
pressure he was placed a little at the right of the canopy, 
and at that moment she saw very near together the 
white head of Mouseigneur and the blonde head of the 
young man. That glance was a revelation j a sudden 
light came to her eyes ; she joined her hands together as 
she said aloud : 

' Oh ! Mouseigneur, the son of Monseigneur ! ’ 

Her secret escaped her.- It was an involuntary cry, 
the certainty which revealed itsdf in this sadden fimt of 
their resemblance. Perhaps, in the depths of her mind, 
she already know it, but she would never have dared to 
have said so ; whilst now it was self-evident, a fact of 
which there could be no denial. From eveiything 
around her, from her own soul, from inanimate objects, 
from past recollections, her cry seemed repeated. . 

. Hubertine, quite overcome, said in a whiq>er, * This 
young man the son of Monseigneur ? ' 

Around these two the crowd hod gradually accumu- 
lated. They were well known and were greatly ad* 
mired; the mother still adcnable in hmr simple toilette 
of Unen, the daughter with the angelio grace of u<dier<h 
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bim, in her gown of white foulard, as light aa afeather. 
They were so handsome and in snch fall view, aa they 
. stood upon their chairs, that from every direction eyes 
were tamed towards them, and admiring glances .given 
them. 

*Bat yes, indeed, my good lady,' said the 
Lemballease, who chanced to be in the group ; ‘ but yes, 
he is the son of Monseiguenr. But how does it happen 
that you hare not already heard of it ? And not only 
that, but he is a wonderfblly handsome young man, and 
so rich ! Bich ! yes indeed, ho could buy the whole town 
if he wished to do so. He has millions and millions I ’ 

Hubertine turned veiy i}a]e os she listened. 

‘ You must have heard his history spoken of? ’ con» 
tinned the beggar-woman. * His mother died soon after 
his birth, and it was on that account that Monseigneur 
concluded to become a cleigyman. Now, however, after 
all these years, he sent for his son to join him. He is, 
in fact, Felicien VII. d’Hautecoeor, with a title as if he 
were a real prince. 

Then Hubertine was intensely grieved. But Angel- 
ique beamed with joy before the commencement of 
t^ realisation of her dream. She was not in the 
slightest degree astonished, for she hod always known 
that he would be the richest, the noblest, and the hand- 
somest of men. So her joy was intense and perfect, 
without 'the slightest anxiety for the future, or suspicion 
of any obstacle that could possibly come between them. 
In diort, he would in his tom now make himself known, 
and would tell everythii^. As she had fimeied, gold 
would stream down with the little flickering flames nS 
the candles. The organs would send forth their most 
■ghmous music on the oocaaitm of their betrothal. The 
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line of the Hautecoeurs would continue royally from the 
beginning of the legend — Norbert I., Jean V., Felicien 
III., Jean XII., then the last, Felicien YU., who just 
turned towards her his noble face. He was the descen- 
dant of the cousins of the Virgin, the master, the superb 
son, showing himself in all his beauty at the side of his 
father. 

Just then Felicien smiled sweetly at her, and she 
did not see the angry look of Monseigneur, who had re- 
marked her standing on the chair, above the crowd, 
blushing in her pride and love. 

‘ Oh, my poor dear child ! ’ sighed Hubertine. 

But the chaplain and the acolytes were ranged on 
the right and the left, and the first deacon having token 
the Holy Sacrament from the hands of Monseigneur, he 
placed it on the altar. It was the final Benediction — 
the Tanium ergo sung loudly by the choristers, the in- 
censes of the boxes burning in the censers, the strange, 
brusque silence daring the prayer — and in the midst of 
the lighted church, overflowing with clergy and with 
people, under the high, springing arches, Monseigneur 
remounted to the altar, took again in his two hands the 
great golden sun, which he waved back and forth in the 
air three times, with a slow sign of the Cross. 
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CHAPTER XI 

That same evening, on returning from church, Angelique 
thought to herself, ^ I shall see him again V017 soon, 
for he will certainly be in the Clos-Marie, and I will go 
there to meet him.’ 

Without having exchanged a word with each other,* 
they appeared to have silently arranged this interview. 
The family dined as usual in tliekitchen, but it was eight 
o’clock before they were seated at the table. Hubert, 
quite excited by this day of recreation and of fete, was 
the only one who had anything to say. Hubertine, un- 
usually quiet, scarcely replied to her husband, but kept 
her looks fixed upon the young girl, who ate heartily 
and with a good appetite, although she scarcely seemed 
to pay any attention to the food, or to know that she put 
her fork to her mouth, so absorbed was she by her fancies. 
And under this candid forehead, as under the crystal of 
the purest water, Hubertine read her thoughts clearly, 
and followed them as they formed themselves in her 
mind one by one. 

At nine o’clock they were greatly surprised by a 
ringing of the door-bell. It proved to be the Abbd 
Comille, who, notwithstanding his great fatigue, had 
come to tell them that Monseigneur the Bishop had 
greatly admired the three old panels of marvellous 
embroidery. 
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Yes, indeed ! and lie spoke of them so enthusiastic 
cally to me that I was sure it wonld please yon to know 
it.* 

Angcliqne, who had roused up on hearing the name 
of Monseignenr, fell hack again into her reveries ns 
soon as the conversation turned to tho procession. Then 
after a few minutes she got up. 

* But where are you going, dear ? ’ asked Hubcrtine. 

This question startled her, os if she horself knew not ' 

why she had left her seat. 

‘ I am going upstairs, mother, for 1 am very tired.’ 

In spite df this plausible excuse, Hubertine imagined 
the true reason that influenced her. It was the need 
of being by herself, the haste of commnnbg alone with 
her great happiness. 

When she held her in her arms pressed against her 
breast, she felt that she was trembling. She almost 
seemed to avoid her usual evening kiss. Looking 
anxiously in her face, Hubertine read in her eyes the 
feverish expectation connected with the hoped-for 
meeting. It was all so evident to her that she promised 
• herself to keep a close watch. 

* Be good, dear, and sleep well.’ 

But already, after a hurried good-night to Hubert, 
and to the Abbd Comille, Angelique was halfway up the 
stairs, quite disturbed, as she realised that her secret 
had almost escaped her. Hod her mother held her 
against her heart one second longer, she would have ' 
told her everything. When she had shnt hersdf in her 
own zomn, and doubly locked her door, the light troubledl 
her, and she blew out her candle. The moon, which 
rose later and later, had not yet appeared abm the 
hOtiaon, and the night was very dark. Witiboat mr 
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.dressing, she seated herself before the open window, 
looked oat into the deep shade, and waited patiently 
for the hours to pass. The minutes went by rapidly, as 
she was fully occupied with the one idea that as soon as 
- the clock struck for midnight she would go down to 
find Felicien. As it would bo the most natural thing 
in the world to do, she traced out her way, step by stop, 
and every movement she would make with the most 
perfect composure. 

It was not very late when she heard the Abb6 Coi> 
nille toko his leave. Soon after, the Htilx«rts, in their 
turn, came upstairs. Then it seemed to her as if some> 
one came out of their chamber, and with furtive steps 
moved cautiously os for os the foot of the stairway, then 
stopped, as if listening for a moment before returning. 
Then the house soon sank, as if in the quiet of a deep 
sleep. 

When the great church clock struck twelve, Angdi- 
ique left her seat. * Now I must go, for he is waiting 
for me.* She unlocked tiie door, and, passing out, 
neglected closing it after her. Going down the first 
flight of stairs, she stopped as she approached the room 
of the Huberts, but heard nothing — nothing but the 
indefinable quivering of silence. Moreover, she was 
neither in a hurry, nor had she any fear, for being 
totally unconscious of any wrong intentions, she felt at 
perfect ease. It would We been quite imposable for 
her not to have gone down. An inward power directed 
and led her, and it all seemed so simple and right ; she 
would have smiled at the idea of a hidden danger. 
Once inthelowor rooms, she passed through the kitdben 
to go oat into the garden, and again forgot to foaten tdie 
dmtters. Then die wdked rapidly towards the little 
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gate of the Clos-Marie, which slie also left wide open 
after her. Notwithstanding the obscurity and the 
dense shadows in the field, she did not Witate an 
instant, but went direct to the little plunk which served 
ns a bridge to the Chevrotte, crossed it, guiding herself 
by feeling the way, as if in a familiar place, where every 
tree and bush were well known to her. Turning to the 
right, under a great willow-tree, she had only to put 
out her hands to have them earnestly grasped by 
Felicien, whom she knew would be there in waiting 
for her. 

For a minute, without speaking, Angelique pressed 
Felicien's hands in hers. They could not see each other, 
for the sky was covered with a misty cloud of heat, and 
the pule moon, whidi had just risen, hod not yet lighted 
it up. At length she spoke in the darkness, her heart 
filled to overflowing with her great happiness : 

' Oh, my dear seigneur, how I love yon, and how 
grateful 1 am to yon ! ’ 

She laughed aloud at the realisation of the fact that 
at last she knew him; she thanked him for being 
younger, more beautiful, and richer even than she had 
expected him to bo. Her gaiety was charming ; it was 
a cry of astonishment and of gratitude before this present 
of love, this fulfilment of her dreams. 

* You are the king. You ore my master; and lot 
here am I, your slave. I belong to you henceforth, and 
my only regret is that I am of so little worth. But I 
am proud of being yours ; it is sufficient for yon to love 
me, and that I may be in my turn a queen. It was 
indeed well that 1 knew yon were to come, and so 
waited for you ; my heart is overflowing with joy since 
finding that yon are so grea^ so fiir above me. Ah t 
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dear seigneur, how I thank yon, and how I lovo 
yon.’ 

- Gently ho put his arm around her as he said : 

* Come and see where I lire.’ 

He made her cross the Clos-Marie, among the wild 
grass and herbs, and then she understood for the first 
time in what way he had come every night into the field 
from the park of the Bishop’s Palace. It was throngh 
an old gate, that had been unused fur a long time, and 
which this evening he had left half open. Taking 
Angeliqne’s hand, he led her in that way into the great 
garden of the Monseignenr. 

• The rising moon was half>hidden in the sky, under 
a veil of warm mist, and its rays fell down npon them 
with a white, mysterious light. There wore no stars 
visible, but the whole vault of heaven was filled with a 
dim lustre, which quietly penetrated everything in this 
serene night. Slowly they walked along on the borders 
of the Chevrotte, which crossed the park ; but it was no 
longer the rapid rivulet rushing over a pebbly descent — 
it was a quiet, languid brook, gliding along throngh 
clamps of trees. Under this mass of luminous vapour, 
between the bushes which seemed to bathe and float 
therein, it was like an Elysian stream which unfolded 
itself before them. 

Angelique soon resumed her gay chattering. 

* I am so proud and so happy to be here on your arm.* 

Felicien, touched such artleBs, flmak simplicity, 

listened with delight as she talked unrestrainedly, con- 
cealing nothing, but telling all her inmost thongfato, as 
die opened her heart to him. Why should she even 
think of keejnag anything bock? She had never harmed 
anyone, so die had only good things to say. 
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‘ Ah, my dear <duld, it is I who onght to be exceed- 
ingly grat^ol to you, inasmuch as you are willing to 
love me a little in so sweet a way. ' Tell me once more 
how much you love me. Tell me exactly what you 
thought when you found out at last who 1 really was.* 
But with a pretty, impatient movement she inter- 
rupted him. 

'No, no; let ns talk of you, only of yon. Am I 
really of any consequence ? At all events, what matters 
it who I am or what I think I For the moment yon 
are the only one of importance.* 

And keeping as near him os possible, going more 
slowly along the fades of the enchanted river, she 
questioned him incessantly, wishing to learn everything 
about him, of his childhood, his youth, and the twenty 
years he hod passed away from his father. * I already 
know that your mother ^ed when yon were an infant, 
and that you grew up under the care of an uncle who 
is a deigyman. I also know that Monseigneur refused 
to see you again.* 

Then Felicien answered, speaking in a very low 
tone, with a voice that seemed as if it came from the 
fluMkwaypost: 

' Yes, my &ther idolised my mother, and it seemed 
to him as if I were guilty, since my birth had cost her 
her life.- My uncle brought me up in entire ignorance of 
my femily, harshly too, as if I had been a poor chiM 
confided to his care. Ihadnoideaofmytme positicm 
imtil' very recently. It is scarcely two years, in feo^ 
dnoe it was revved to me. But 1 was not at-]|fl - 
,at(rptised in heating the truth; it teemed as. if I hiid 
altmy8ha]f>xealiBedth8ta great fintnne bdongedto ni& 
tegohtr work wearied me; I was good ^..nptMij^ . 
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except to run about the fiel<Is and amuse myself« At last 
I took a great fancy for the painted windows of our 
little church.’ Angelique interrupted him by laughing 
gaily, and he joined her in her mirth for a moment. 

* I became a workman like yourself. I had fully 
decided to earn my living by painting on glass, and 
was studying for that purpose, when all this fortune 
poured down upon me. My father was intensely dis- 
appointed when my uncle wrote him that I was a good* 
for-nothing fellow, and that I would never consent to 
enter into the service of the Church. It had been his 
expressed wish that I should become a clergyman; 
perhaps he hod an idea that in so doing I could atone 
fur the death of my mother. He became, however, 
reconciled at last, and wished for me to be here and 
remain near hiih. Ah I how good it is to live, simply 
to live,’ he exchumed. * Yes, to live to love, and to be 
loved in return.’ 

This tremblmg cry, which resounded in the dear 
night air, vibrated with the earnest feeling of his healthy 
youth. It was fhll of passion, sympathy for his dead 
mother, and of the intense ardour he had thrown into 
this, his first love, bom of mysteiy. It filled all his 
spirit, his beauty, his loyalty, his ignorance, and his 
earnest desire of life. 

'Like yon,’ he continued, * I was, indeed, expecting 
the unknown, and the evening when yon first appeared 
at tile window I also recognised you at once. Tell me 
all that yon have ever thought, and what yon were in' 

habit of doing in tiie days thi^ have passed.’ Bat 
' again ^ refused, saying gehfly: 

‘No; speak only of yonretifi I am eager to know 
pe% intident of yoitf lU^ so please keq^ aotiii^ 
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back. In that way I shall realise that you belong to 
me, and that I love you in the past as well os in the 
present.* 

She never would have been fatigued in listening to 
him as he talked of- his Ufe, but was in a state of joyous 
ecstasy in thus becoming thoroughly acquainted with 
him, Coring him like a little child at the feet of some 
saint. Neither of them wearied of repeating the same 
things: how much they loved each other and how 
dearly they were beloved in return. The same words 
returned constantly to their lips, but they always 
seemed new, as they assumed unforeseen, immeasurable 
depths of meaning. Their happiness increased as they 
thus made known the secrets of their hearts, and 
lingered over the music of the words that passed their 
lips. He confessed to her the charm her voice liad 
always been to him, so much so that as soon as he 
heard it he became at once her devoted slave. She 
acknowledged the delicious fear slier always had at 
seeing his pale face flush at the slightest anger or dis- 
pleasure. 

They had now left the misty banks of the Chevrotte, 
and arm-in-arm they entered under the shadows of the 
great elm-trees, 

* Oh I this beautiful garden,’ whispered Angelique, 
happy to breathe in the freshness which fell from the 
trees. ‘ For years 1 have wished to enter it ; and now 
I am here with you— yes, I am here.* 

It did not occur to her to adc him where he was 
leading her, but she gave herself up to his gnidanoBi 
under the darkness of these centenarian trees. The 
ground was soft under their feet ; the archway of leaves 
above them was high, like the vaulted ceiling of a 
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dinrch. There was neither sound nor breath, only the 
beating of their own hearts. 

At length he pushed open the door of a little 
pavilion, and said to her : * Go in ; this is my home.' 

It was there that his father had seen fit to instal 
him all by himself, in this distant comer of the park. 
On the first floor there was a hall, and one reiy large 
rooin, which was now lighted by a g^t lamp. Above 
was a complete little apartment. 

* You can see for yourself,’ he continued smilingly, 
‘ that yon are at the house of an artisan. This is my 
shop.’ 

It was a working-room indeed ; the caprice of a 
wealthy young man, who amused himself in his leisure 
hours by painting on glass. He had re-found the 
ancient methods of the thirteenth century, so that he 
could ian<y himself as being one of the primitive glass- 
workers, producing masterpieces with the poor, un- 
flnished means of the older time. An ancient table 
answered all his purposes. It was coated with moist, 
powdered chalk, upon which he drew his designs in red, 
and where he cut the panes with heated irons, disdain* 

. ing the modem use of a diamond point. The muffle, a 
litUe furnace made after the fashion of an old model, 
was just now quite heated ; the baking of some picture 
was going on, which was to be used in repairing another 
stained window in tire Cathedral ; and in cases on every 
side were glasses of all colours wUch he had ordered to 
be made expressly for him, in blue, yellow, green, and 
red, in many .lighter. tinta^ marbled, smoked, shaded, 
.pearl-cdonred, and black. But the walls of the room 
were hung witih admirable stnffii, and the working 
materials disappeared in the mi^ of n marveUons 
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Inxniy of fiinutaie. In one corner^ on en <dd tabeniacle 
wliich senred as a pedestal, a great gilded statne of the 
Blessed Vii^ seemed to smile npon them. 

‘So yon can work— yon really can work,' repeated 
Angeliqoe with childish 

She was very mnch amused with the little furnace, 
and insisted npon it that he should expl^ to her 
ererything connected with his labour. Why he con- 
tent^ himself with the examples of the old masters, 
who used glass coloured in the making, which he shaded 
simply with black; the reason he limited himself to 
little, distinct figures, to the gestures and draperies of 
which he gave a decided character ; his ideas npon the 
art of the glass-workers, which in reality declined as 
soon as th^ began to design better, to point, and ta 
enamel it; and his final opmion that a stuned-glass 
window should be simply a transparent mosaic, in 
which the brightest colours should be arranged in the 
most hormomous order, so aq to make a delicate, shaded 
bouquet. But at this moment little did she core for 
the art in itself. Those things had but one interest for 
hw-now— that th^ were connected with him, that they 
seemed to bring her neater to him and to strengthen 
the tie between them. 

‘Ohl ' she e»slumed, ‘how happy we shall be to- 
gether. You will point, while I embroider.' 

He had just retaken her hands, in the centre of this 
great room, in the luxury of which she was quite at her 
ease, as it seemed to be her natural surrounding, where 
her grace would be folly developed. Both tlmm re* 
muned silent finr a moment. Then she was, as usuid; 
the first to speak. 

- * How everything is decided upon, is it not?* . ' 
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< Wat, ? ’ he smilingly asked, * vrhat de you mean ? * 

* Our mamage.' 

He hesitated an instant. His fitce, which had been 
very pale, flashed quickly. She was disturbed at such, 
a change. - 

* Have I made you angry in any way P’ 

But he had olr^y conquered himself, and pressed 
her hands tenderly, with a grasp that seemed to cover 
everything. 

' Yes, it is decided upon, and it is sufficient for you 
to wish for a thing that it should be dono, no matter 
how many obstacles may oppose it. Henceforward my 
one great desire in life wiU be to obey you.' 

Then her fiice beamed with perfect happiness and 
delight. 

She did not have a single doubt. All seemed to her 
quite natural, to be so well-arranged that it could be 
Wished on the morrow with the same ease as in many 
of the miracles of the ‘ Golden Legend.’ The idea never 
occurred to her that there could bo the slightest hin- 
drance or tte least delay. Since they really loved each 
other, why should they be any longer separated ? It 
was the moat simple thing in ^ world fer two persons 
who loved eadi other to be married. She was so secure 
in her happiness that she was perfectly calm. 

‘ Since it is agreed upon,' she said jokingly, ‘give 
noie your, hand.* 

He took her little hand and kissed it, as he said: 

: ‘It is all arranged.* 

Cfee then hasted to go away, in the fear of bdng 
surprised by the dawn, and also impatient to relievo- 
IM mild rfk. Mmt Bi> wUcd to Kcomw 
her. 
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^No, no/ she replied. ^ We i^ould not get back 
before daylight. I can easily find the way. 6ood-*bye 
until to-morrow/ 

‘ Until to-morrow, then.* 

Felicien obeyed, and watched Angelique as she ran, 
first under the shady elms, then along the banks of the 
Ghevrotte, which were now bathed in light. Soon she 
closed the gate of the park, then darted across theClos- 
Marie, through the high grass. While on her way, she 
thought it would be impossible to wait until sunrise, 
but that she would rap at the door of the Huberts’ 
room as soon as she reached home, that she might wake 
them up and tell them everything. She was in such 
an expansion of happiness, such a turmoil of sincerity, 
that she realised she was incapable of keeping five 
minutes longer this great secret which had been hers 
for so long a time. She entered into their garden and 
closed the gate. 

And there, near the Cathedral, Angelique saw 
Hubortine, who waited for her in the night, seated 
upon the stone bench, which was sun'ounded by a small 
cluster of lilac-bushes. Awakened, warned by some 
inexpressible feeling, she had gone upstairs’, then down 
again, and on finding all the doors open, that of the 
chamber as well as that of the house, she had under« 
stood what had happened. So, uncertain what it was 
best to do, or where to go, in tlie fear lest she might 
aggravate matters, slie sat down anxiously. 

Angelique immediately ran to her, without em- 
barrassment, kissed her repeatedly, her heart beat- 
ing with joy 08 she laugh^ merrily at the thought 
that she had no longer need of hiding anything firom 
her. 
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*0h, mother mine, everything is arranged! We 
are to be married very soon, and I am so happy/. 

Before replying, Hubertine examined her closely. 
But her fears vanished instantly before the limpid eyes 
and the pure lips of this exquisite young girl. Yet 
she was deeply troubled, and great tears rolled down 
her cheeks. 

^ My poor, dear child,’ she whispered, as she hod 
done the previous evening in church. 

Astonished to see her in such a way, she who 
was always so equable, who never wept, Angelique 
exclaimed : 

‘But what is the matter, dear mother? It is, 
indeed, true that I have not done right, inasmuch os 
I have not made you my confidante. But you would 
pardon me if you knew how much I have suffered from 
it, and how keen my remorse has been. Since at first 
I did not speak, later on 1 did not dare to break the 
silence. Will you forgive me ? ’ 

She had seated herself near her mother, and had 
placed her arm caressingly around her waist. The old 
bench seemed almost hidden in this moss-covered 
corner of the Cathedral. Above their heads the lilacs 
made a little shade, while near them was the bosh of 
eglantine which the young girl had set out in the hope 
that it might bear roses \ but, having been neglected 
for some time, it simply vegetated, and had returned to 
its natural state. 

< Mother, let me tell you everything now. Come, 
listen to me, please.’ 
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Then, in a lov tone, Angelique b^an her etoiy. She 
related in a flow of inexhanstible words all ^at had 
happened, calling up the most minute details, grow* 
ing more and more excited at the recollection of them. 
She omitted nothing, but searched her memory as if it 
were &r a confesaon. She was not at all embarrassed, 
although her cheeks grew very red and her eyes 
sparkled with flashes of pride} yet she did not raise 
her voice, but continued to talk earnestly in a half* 
whisper. 

At length Hubertine intmropted her, speaking also 
. very low : 

- * Ah, my dear ! now you ore too excited. Youhave 
indeed to correct yourself, for yon ore carried away 
your feelings, as if a great wind. Ah, my vain, 
my headstrong child, yon are always the same little girl 
who refused to wash up the kitchen floor, and who kissed 
her own hands.’ 

AngeUqne could not prevent herself from laughing. 

*EO) do not laugh. It may be that fay-aad^y yon 
will not have tears enon^^ to weep. My jkoor darirqg, 
-thk marriage can never take place.’ 

■ -Agrin her griefy burst out in' a long murical. 

-iSiUgh.- > 
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*Bat motlier, mother, what are yon saying? Do 
yon wish to pnnish me by teasing me ? It is a very 
simple matter. This evening Felicien is to talk of it 
with his &ther. To-morrow he will come to arrange 
everything with you.* 

^nld it be true that she believed all Ibis? 
Hubertine was distressed, and knew not what to do. At 
-last she concluded it was best to be pitiless and tell her; 
that it would be impcmble for a little embroiderer 
without money and without name to marry Felicien 
d’Hautecoonr. A young man who was worth so many 
millions 1 The last descendant of one of the oldest 
families of France 1 No, that could never be. 

But at each new obstacle Angeliquo tranquilly 
replied : * But why not ? * It would be a real scan^, a 
marriage beyond all ordinary conditions of happiness. 
Did she hope, then, to contend against oU the world ? 

' But why not ? * Monseigneur is called very strict 
and very haughty, proud of his name, and severe in his 
criticisms in regard to all marks of affection. Could 
she dare to expect to bend him ? 

‘But why not?* And, unshakable in her &ith, in 
her firm, ingenuous manner die said : ‘ It is very odd, 
dear mother, that you should think people all so bad! 
Especially when I have just assured you that every- 
tiiingis well under way, and is sure to come out all right. 
Do you not recollect diat only two months ago you 
scolded me, and ridiculed my p^s ? Yet I was right, 
•nd everything that I expected has come to pass.* 

*Bat, unhappy child,, wait for the end I * 

Hubertine thoni^t of tiie past, and was angry with 
lierad^ as she now reflected, more bitterly tiiaa ever 
before^ that AngeUque had been brou^t op in sodi 
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ignorance. Again she predict^ to lier the hard lessons 
of the reality of life, and she would have liked to have 
explained to her some of the cruelties and abomina* 
tions of the world, but, greatly embarrassed, she could 
not find the necessary words. What a grief it would be 
to her if some day she were forced to accuse herself of 
having brought a^ut the unhappiness of this child, who 
had been kept alone as a recluse, and allowed to dwell 
in the continued falsehood of imagination and dreams ! 

‘Listen to me, dearest. You certainly would not 
wish to marry this young man against the wish of us 
all, and without the consent of his father ? ’ 

Angelique had grovrn very serious. She looked her 
mother in the face, and in a serious tone replied: 

Why should I not do so ? I love him, and he loves 
me.* 

With a pang of anguish, Hubertine took her again 
in her arms, clasped her tenderly, but convulsively, and 
looked at her earnestly, but without speaking. The pale 
moon had disappeai'ed from sight behind the Cathedral, 
and the flying, misty clouds were now delicately coloured 
in the heavens by the approach of the dawn. They 
were both of them enveloped in this purity of the early 
mom, in the great fresh silence, which was alone dis- 
turbed by the little chirping of the just-awakening birds. 

‘ But alas I my dear child, happiness is only found in 
obedience and in humility. For one little hour of 
passion, or of pride, we sometimes are obliged to suffer 
fdl our lives. If you wish to be contented on this earth, 
be submissive, be ready to renoimce and give up every* 
thing.' 

But feeling that she was still rebellious under heif 
wbmee, that which she had never said to anyone^ ^t 
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which she still hesitated to speak of, almost involon- 
tarily escaped from her lips : 

‘ Listen to me once more, my dear child. Yon think 
that we ore happy, do you not, your father and 1. We 
should indeed be so hsid not om* lives been embittered 
by a great vexation,* 

She lowered her voice still more, as she related 
with a trembling breath their history. The marriage 
without the consent of her mother, the death* of their 
infant, and their vain desire to have another child, which 
was evidently the punishment of their fault. Still, they 
adored each other. They had lived by working, had 
wanted for nothing ; but their regret for the child they 
had lost was so ever-present that they would have been 
wretchedly unhappy, would have quarrelled, and perhaps 
even have been separated, had it not been that her 
husband was so thoroughly good, while for herself she 
had always tried to be just and reasonable. 

* Reflect, my daughter. Do not put any stumbling- 
block in your path which will make you suffer later on. 
Be humble, obey, check the impulse of your heart as much 
as possible.’ 

Subdued at last, Angelique restrained hmr tears, but 
grew very pale as she listened, and interrupted her by 
saying : 

* Mother, yon pain me terribly. I love him, and I 
am sure that ^ loves me.* 

Then she allowed her tears to dow. She was quite 
overcome by all she had Ustened to, softened, and with 
an expressimi in her eyes as if deeply wounded by the 
glimjwe given her of the probable truth of the case. 
Yet she could suffer, and would willingly die, if need be, 

her love. 
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Then Hubertine decided to continue. 

‘I do not wish to ptdnyon too deeply at once, yet 
it is absolutely necessary that yon should know the 
whole truth. Last evening, after you hod gone upstairs, 

I hod quite a talk with the Abb6 Cornille, and he ex.- 
plained to me why Monseigneur, after great hesitation, 
liad at last decided to call his son to Beaumont. One 
of his greatest troubles was the impetuosity of the young 
man, the uncontrollable haste which he manifested to 
plunge into the excitement of life, without listening to 
the adrice of his elders. After having with pain re- 
nounced all hope of making him a priest, his &ther 
found that he could not establish him in any occupation 
suitable to his rank and his fortune. He would never 
be anything but a headstrong fellow, restless, wandering, 
yielding to his arUstio tastes when so inclined. He was 
tdarmed at seeing in’his son traits of character like those 
Anm which ho himself had so cruelly suffered. At last, 
from fear tliat he might take some foolish step, and fall 
in love with someone beneath him in position, heuished 
to have him here, that he might be married at once. 

* Yeiy well,’ said Angelique, who did not yet under- 
stond. 

* Such a marriage had been jffDposederen before his 
arrival, and all prelinunaries were settled yesterday, so 
that the Abb6 Comille formally announced that in the 
autumn Felicien would wed Mademoiselle Claire de 
Voinoourt. Ton know very well the Hdtel de Voinoouit 
there, dose to the Bishop’s Palace. The family are vesy 
intimate with Mons^pueur. On both side% notinhg 
better could be hoped for, either in the way of namewor 
IMtone. The Abbihimsdf highly, approves of the nnioa^* 

: The young giri no Imiger listen^ to theee xeMopI 
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of the fitness of tilings. Suddenly an image appeared 
to come before her eyes — that of Claire. She saw her, 
as she had occasionally had a glimpse of her in the 
all^s of the Pork during the winter, or as she hod seen 
her on £3te days in the Cathedral. . A tall young lady, 
a brunette, veiy handsome, of . a much more striking 
beauty than her own, and with a royal bearing and ap> 
pearance. Notwithstanding her haughty air, she was 
said to be very good and kind. 

‘ So he is to many this el^nt young lady, who is 
not only beautiful but very rich,’ she murmured. 

Thmi, as if suddenly pierced by a sltarp agony, she 
exclaimed : 

‘He uttered a falsehood! lie did not tell me 
this ! ’ 

She recollected now the momentary hesitation of 
Felicien, the rush of ’ lood which hod coloured his cheeks 
when she spoke to him of their marriage. The shock 
was BO great that she turned deadly pole, and her head 
.fell heavily on her mother’s shoulders. 

* My darling, my dear darling! This is, indeed, a 
cruel thing ; I know it well. But it would hare been 
still worse had you waited. Take courage, then, and 
draw at once the knife from the wound. Repeat to 
yourself, whenever the thought of this young man comes 
to yon, that never would Monseigneur, the terrible Jean 
Xll., whose intractable pride, it appears, is still recollected 

all the world, give his son, the lart of his race, to a 
little embreudeter, fohnd under a gateway and adq;>ted 
by poor people like ourselves.' 

In hw weakness, Angelique heard all tihis without . 
making any olgection. 'What was it she Iblt pass Ofror 
A odd breath coming ihmi a diataDqe, fiEOBt 
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&r above the roofs of the hoases, seemed to freeze her 
blood. Was it tme that her mother was telling her of 
this misery of the world, this sad reality, in the same 
way that parents relate the story of the wolf to unreason- 
able children ? She would never forget the shock and 
the grief of tbisfirst experience of a bitter disappointment. 
Yet, however, she already excused Felicien. He had 
told no falsehood ; he simply had been silent. Were 
his father to wish him to marry this young girl, no doubt 
he would refuse to do so. But as yet he had not dared 
to rebel. As he hod not said anything to her of the 
matter, perhaps it . was because he had just made up 
his mind as to what it was best for him to do. Before this 
sadden vanishing away of her air-castles, pale and weak 
from the rude touch of the actual life, she still kept her 
faith, and trusted, in spite of all, in the future realisa- 
tion of her dream. Eventually the fair promises for the 
future would come to pass, even although now her pride 
was crushed and she sank down into a state of humilia- 
tion and resignation. 

* Mother, it is true that 1 have done wrong, but I 
will never sin again. I promise you that 1 will be 
patient, and submit myself without a murmur of revolt 
to whatever Heaven wishes me to be.’ 

It was true grace which spoke within her. The 
trial was great, but she was able to conquer, from the 
eftcts of the education she had received and the excel- 
lent example of the home life in which she had 
grown up. Why should she doubt the morrow, when 
until this present moment everyone near her had been, 
so generous and so tender towards her ? She prayed 
that shemight be able to have the wisdom of Catherine^ * 
the medmess of Elizabeth, the chastity of Agnes; and . 
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re^comforted by the aid of the saints, she ivas sure that 
they alone would help her to triumph over every trouble. 
Was it not true that her old friends the Cathedral, the 
Clos-Marie, and the Chevrotte, the little fresh house of 
the Huberts, the Huberts themselves, all who loved her^ 
would defend her, without her being obliged to do any* 
thing, except to be obedient and good ? 

‘ Then, dear child, you promise me that you will 
never act contrary to our wishes, and above all against 
those of Monseigneur ? ’ 

‘ Yea, mother, I promise/ 

‘ You also promise me not to see this young man 
again, and no longer to indulge in the foolish idea of 
marrying him ? * 

At this question her courage failed her. She almost 
felt the spirit of rebellion rise again within her, as she 
thought of the depth of her love. But in a moment she 
bowed her head and was dehnitoly conquered. 

* I promise to do nothing to bring about a meeting 
with him, and to take no steps towards our mar- 
riage.’ 

Hubertine, touched to the heart, pressed the young 
girl most affectionately in her arms as she thanked her 
for her obedience. Oh ! what a dreadful thing it was, 
when wishing to do good to the child she so tenderly 
loved, she was forced to make her suffer so intensely. 
She was exhausted, and rose up hastily, surprised that 
daylight had come. Q'he little cry of the birds had in* 
creased in every direction, although as yet none were to 
be seen in flight. In the sky the clouds, delicate as 
gause, seemed to float away in the limpid blueness of 
the atmosphere. 

Then Angeli(][ae, whose look hadmeohanicaljiy fidlen 



310 


THE DREAM 


Tipon liOT vOd roee>biidi, at laat noticed it with its ptmy 
leaves. She smiled sadly as she said : 

‘ You were right, mother dear; it will never be in 
blossom.’ 

At seven o’clock in the momiog Angdiqne was at 
her work as usual. The days followed each other, and 
every forenoon found her seated before the chasuble she 
had left on the previous evening. Nothing appeared to 
be changed outwardly ; she kept strictly her promise, 
shut herself up, and made no attempt whatever to see 
Felicien. This did not seem to depress her at all, but 
she kept her bright, youthful look, smiling sweetly at 
Hubertine when occasionally she saw her eyes fixed 
upon her os if astonished. However, in this enforced 
silence she thought only of him ; he was always in her 
mind. 

Her hope remained firm, and site was Sure that in 
spite of all obstacles everything would come out all 
right in the end. In fact, it was this feeling of ceiv 
tainty that gave her such on our of courage, of haughty 
rectitude, and of justice. 

Hubert from time to time scolded hor. 

• You are overdoing, my dear ; you are really grow* 
ing pale. I hope at least that you deep well at 
' night.’ 

< Oh yes, fidher! like a log! Never in my life did 
I feel better than now.’ 

But Hubertine, becoming anxious in her turn, pro*.- 
posed thift they should take a little vaoa^, and s^: 

*lfy(m would like iV my difid, we wfii shut up ' 
house, and we will go, aliUuMof os, to Baris ibr awhilB.’ 

'Oh! mother mine, of what are you thinidng,?'. 
What, would beomnettfall our orddnfi» ^k? ; 7jOa : 
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know I am never in better health than when ciosely 
ocoopied.’ 

In reality, Angeliquo simply awaited a miracle, some 
manifestation of the Invisible which would give her to 
Felicien. In addition to the fact that she had promised 
to do nothing, what need was there of her striving, since 
in the beyond some unknown power was always working 
for her? So, in her voluntary inaction, while feigning 
indifference, she was continually on the watch, listening 
to the voices of all that quivered around her, and to the 
little familiar sounds of this cii*cle in which she lived 
and which would assuredly help her. Something must 
eventually come from necessity.. As she leaned over 
her embroidery-frame, not .far from the open window, 
she lost not a trembling of the leaves, not a murmur of 
the Chevrotte. The slightest sighs from the Cathedral 
came to her, magnified tenfold by tlio eagerness of her 
attention; she even heard the slippers of the beadle as 
he walked round the altar when putting out the tapers. 
Agam at her side she felt the light touch of mysterious 
wings ; she knew that she was aided by the unknown, 
and at times she even tamed suddenly, thinking that a 
phantom had whispered in her ear the way of gaining 
the hoped-for victory. But days passed and no change 
came. 

At night, that she need not break her word, Angel- 
ique at first did not go out upon the balcony, for fear of 
b^g tempted to rejoin Felicien, were she to see him 
below her. She remained quietly waiting in her cham* . 
bear. Then, as the leaves evra scarcely stirred, but 
earned to deep, she ventured out, and began to question 
tto dodc shadows as befisre. 

From whence would the miracle come? Without 
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doubt, in the Bishop's garden would be seen a flaming 
hand, which would beckon to her to approach. 

Or, perhaps, the sign would appear in the Cathedra], 
the great organs of which would peal forth, and would 
call her to the altar. 

Nothing would have surprised her: neither the 
doves of the ^ Golden Legend ’ bringing the words of bene- 
diction, nor the intervention of saints, who would enter 
through the walls, to tell her that Monseigneur wished 
to see her. Tlie only thing at which she wondered was 
the slowness of the working of the marvel. Like the 
day, the nights succeeded nights, yet nothing, nothing 
manifested itself. 

At the close of the second week, that which aston- 
ished Angelique above all was that she had not seen 
Felicien. She, it was tnie, had pledged herself to take 
no steps towards meeting him, yet, without having said 
so to anyone, she thought he would do all in his power 
to find her. But the Clos-Marie remained deserted, and 
he no longer walked among the wild grasses therein. 
Not once during the post fortnight had she had a glimpse 
of him by day, or even seen his shadow in the evening. 
Still her faith remained unshaken ; that he did not come 
was simply that he was occapied in making his prepara* 
tions to rejoin her. However, as her surprise increased 
there was at length mingled with it a beginning of 
anxiety. 

At last, one evening the dinner was sad at the em* 
broiderer’s, and as soon as it was over Hubert went out, 
nuder the pretext of having an important commission to 
attend to, so Hubertine temaued alone with Angelique 
in the kitchen. She looked at her for a long time with 
moistened eyes, touched by such courage. During the 



Tim DREAM 


ai3 

past fortnight not one word bad been exobonged between 
tbem in reference to those things with which thoir 
hearts were full, and she was deeply moved by the 
strength of character and loyalty her daughter displayed 
in thus keeping her promise. A sudden feeling of deep 
tenderness made her open her arms, and the young girl 
threw herself upon her breast, and in silence they clasped 
each other in a loving embrace. 

Then, when Hnbertine was able to speak, she 
said: 

' Ah ! my poor child, I have been impatient to bo 
iJone with you, for you must know that now all is at an 
end ; yes, quite at an end.* 

Startled, Angeliqno rose quickly, exolaiming : 

* What ! is Felicien dead ? ' 

‘No! oh no!' 

‘ If he will never come again, it is only that ho is 
dead.’ 

So Hnbertiue was obliged to explain to her that the 
day after the procession she bad b^n to see him, and 
had made him also promise that he would keep away 
from them until he hod the full authorisation of 
Monseigneur to do otherwise. It was thus a dednito 
leave-taking, for she knew a marriage would be utterly 
impossible. She had mode him almost distracted as she 
explained to him how wrongly he had done in thus com- 
promising a young, ignorant, confiding child, whom he 
would not be allowed to make his wife ; and then he 
had assnied her, that if he could not see her again, he 
would die fixmi grief, rather than be disloyal. 

That same evening he confessed everything to his 
fidher. 

‘ Yon see, my dear,' continued Hnbertine, ‘you are 
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so.cooiageona that I can repeat to yon all 1 know with- 
ont hetdtation. Oh ! if yon realised, my darling, how 1 
pity -yon, and what admiration I have fbr yon since 1 
have found yon so strong, so brave in keeping silent and 
in appearing gay when yonr heart was heavily hardened. 
But yon will have need of even more firmness ; yes, 
much more, my dear. This afternoon I have seen the 
Abb6 Comille, and he gives me no encouragement what- 
ever. Monseigneur refuses to listen to the subject, so 
there is no more hope.* 

She expected a flood of tears, and she was astonished 
to see her daughter reseat herself tranquilly, although 
she had tnmed very pale. The old oaken table had 
been cleared, and a lamp lighted up this ancient ser- 
vants’ hall, the quiet of which was only disturbed, by 
the hamming of the boiler. 

* Mother, dear, the end has not yet come. Tell me 
everything, I beg of you. Have I not a right to know 
all, since I am the one above all others most deeply in- 
terested in the matter ? * 

And she listened attentively to that which Huber- 
tine thought best to tell her of what she had learnt from 
the Abb6, keeping back only certain details of the life 
which was os yet on unknown thing to this innocent 
child. 
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CHAPTER Xni 

SiKCE the rotnrn of his son to him Monscigneur'a days 
had been fall of trouble. After having banished him 
from his presence almost immediately upon the death of 
his wife, and remaining without seeing him for twenty 
years, lo 1 he hod now come back to him in the pleni- 
tude and lustre of youth, the living portrait of the one 
ho had BO mourned, with the same delicate grace and 
beauty. This long exile, this resentment against a child 
whose life had cost that of the motlier, was also on act 
of prudence. He realised it doubly now, and regretted 
that he had changed his determiiution of not seeing him 
again. Age, twenty years of prayer, his life as dergy- 
man, had not subdued the unregenerate man within him. 
It was simply necessary that, this son of his, this child 
of the wife he had so adored, should appear with his 
laughing blue eyes, to make the blo^ drcnlate so 
rapidly in his veins as if it would burst them, os he 
seemed to think that the dead had been brought to life 
agm. He struck his breast, he sobbed bitterly in 
penitence, os he remembered that the joys of mamed life 
and the ties sjningmg therefrom were prdiibtted to the 
priesthood. The good Abb6 Cornille had spoken of all 
this to Hnbortine in a low voiceand with treml^g lips. 
Hyaterioos sounds had been hesrd, and it was wbispe^ 
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(bat Monseigaear sbat bimself up after twilight, and 
passed nights of combat, of tears and of cries, (he violence 
of which, although partly stifled the hangings of his 
room, yet frightened the members of his honsehold. 
He thought that he had forgotten ; that he had con- 
quered passion ; but it reappeared with the violence of 
a tempest, reminding him of the terrible man he had 
been formerly — the bold adventurer, the descendant of 
brave, legendary chieftains. Each evening on his knees 
he flayed his skin with haircloth, he tried to banish the 
phantom of the regretted wife 1^ calling from its coffin 
the skeleton which must now be there. But she 
constantly appeared before him, living, in the delicious 
freshness of youth, snch as she was when very young he 
had first met her and loved her with the devoted affection 
of maturity. The torture then recommenced as keen 
and intense as on the day after her death : he mourned 
her, he longed for her with the same revolt against God 
Who had taken her from him ; he was unable to calm 
himself nntil the break of day, when quite exhausted by 
contempt of himself and disgust of all the world. Oh 1 
this passion, (his old Adam that he wished to crush in 
order to re-enter with humility into the sweet peace of 
Divine love 1 When he went out of his room Monseignenr 
resumed his severe attitude, his expression was calm 
and haughty, and his fitce was only dightly pale. The 
morning when Felicien had made his cbnftlssion he 
listened to him without interruption, controlling himself 
with so great an effort that not a fibre of his body 
quivered, and he looked earnestly at him, distress^ 
l^ond measure to see him, so young, so handsome, so 
eager, and so like himself in this folly of impetuous love 
It was no longer with bitterness, but it was his absdnto 
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will, his hard duty to save his son firom the ills which 
had cansed him so much suffering, and he would destroy 
the passion in his child as he wished to kill it in himself. 
This romantic history ended by giving him great anxiety. 
Could it be true that a poor girl— >a child without a 
name, a little embroiderer, first seen under a pole ray of 
moonlight, had been transfigured into a delicate Virgin 
of the Legends, and adored with a fervent love as if in 
a dream ? At each new acknowledgment he thought 
his anger was increased, as his heart beat with such an 
inordinate emotion, and he redoubled his attempts at 
s&lf-control, knowing not what cry might come to his 
lips. He had finished by replying with the single word, 

‘ Never I ’ Then Felicien threw himself on his knees 
before him, implored him, and pleaded his cause as well 
as that of Angelique, in the trembling of respect and of 
terror with which the sight of his father always filled 
him. Until then he liad approached him only with 
fear. He besought him not to oppose his happiness, 
without even daring to lift his eyes towards his saintly 
personage. With a submissive voice he offered to go 
away, no matter where ; to leave all his great fortune to 
the Church, and to take his wife so &r from there that 
they would never be seen agun. He only wished to 
love and to be loved, unknown. Monseignenr shook 
fixim trembling as he repeated severely the word, 'Never !’ 
He had pledged himself to the Voinoourts, and he would 
never break his engagement with them. Then Felicien, 
quite discouraged, realimng that he was very angry, went 
away, fearing lest the rush of blood, which empurpled 
his cheeks, might make him commit the sacrilege of an 
open revqlt against paternal authority. 

*My diild,’ conduded Hubertine, *yoa con easily 
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understand that yon mnst no longer think of this young 
man, for yon certainly would not wish to act in oppo> 
sition to the wishes of Monseignenr. I knew that 
beforehand, but I preferred that the facts should speak 
for themselves, and that no obstacle should appear to 
come from me.’ 

Angelique had listened to all this calmly, with her 
hands listlessly clasped in her lap. Scarcely had she 
even dropped her ^elids from time to time, as with 
fixed looks she saw the scene so vividly described — 
Felioien at the feet of Monseigneur, speaking of her in 
an overflow of tenderness. She did not answer immedi- 
ately, but continued 'to think seriously, in the dead 
quiet of the kitchen, where even the little bubbling 
sound of the water in the boiler was no longer heard. 
She lowered her eyes and looked at her hands, which, 
under the lamplight, seemed as if made of beautiful 
ivory. Then, while the smile of perfect confidence came 
back to her lips, she said simply : 

‘If Monseignenr refuses, it is because he waits to 
know me.’ 

• That night Angelique dept but little. The idea 
that to see her would enable at once Monseignenr to 
decide in her favour haunted her. There was in it no 
personal, feminine vanity^ but she was under the influ- 
ence of a deep, intense love, and her true afieetion for 
Felioien was so evident, she was sure that when his 
fiither realised it he could not be so obstinate as to make 
them both unhappy. Many times sSe turned restleaafy 
in her bed as she pictured* what would happen. Before 
her closed eyes Monaeigneur constantly passed in his 
violet-coloured robe. Perhaps it was, indee^ through 
him, and by him, that the expected miracto Uros; to 
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appear. The warm night waa sleeping withonti and 
she eagerly listened for the voices, trying to know what 
the trees, the Chevrotte, the Cathedral, her chamber 
itself, peopled with such friendly shadows, advised hdlr 
to do. Bat there was only an indistinct humming, and 
nothing precise came to her. It seemed, however, os if 
mysterions whispers encouraged her to persevere. At 
last she grew impatient of these too slow certitudes, and 
as she fell asleep she surprised herself by saying : 

‘ To-morrow I will speak to Monseigneur.’ 

When she awoke, her proposed plan seemed not only 
quite natural but necessary. It was ingenuous and 
brave ; bom of a proud and great purity. 

She knew that at five o’clock on every Saturday 
afternoon Monseigneur went to kneel in the Chapel 
Ilautecocur, where he liked to pray alone, giving him- 
self up entirely to the past of his race and to himself, 
seeking a solitude which was respected by all connected 
with the Cathedral. As it fortunately happened, tliis 
was a Saturday. She quickly came to a decision. At 
the Bishop’s Palace, not only would she be apt to find 
it difficult to be received, but, on the other hand, 
there were always so many people about she would be 
ill at ease ; whilst it would be so simple to await him in 
the chapel, and to introduce herself to Monseigneur as 
soon a8.he appeared. That day she embroidered with 
her usual application and composure. Firm in her wish, 
sure^of doing the right thing, she had no impatient 
fisver of expectatidn. When it was four o’clock she spoke 
ef going to see the mdre Gabei^ and went out, drased 
as for an ordinary walk, wearing her little garden^hat 
tied carelesdy under her chin. She turned to the 
and.pusl^g open the linted, stufifed door of the 
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portal of Saint Agnes, let it &11 bock heavily behind 
her. 

The church was empty; alone, the confessional of 
Somt Joseph was still occupied by a penitent, the edge 
of whoso black dress was just seen as one passed. An- 
gelique, who had been perfectly self-possessed until now, 
began to tremble as she entered this sacred, cold solitude, 
where even the little sound of her steps seemed to echo 
terribly. Why was it that her heart grew so oppressed ? 
She had thought she was quite strong, and the day had 
passed most peacefully — she was so sure of being right 
in her desire to be happy. But now that she was 
ignorant of what might happen she turned pale as if 
guilty, quite frightened at thinking that she was to see 
Monseigneur, and that in truth she had come there ex- 
pressly to speak to him. She went quietly to the 
Chapel Hautecoour, where she was obliged to remain 
leaning against the gate. 

This chapel was one of the most sunken and dark 
of the old llomanesque apse. Like a cave hewn in a 
rock, straight and bare, with the simple nerves of its 
low, vaulted ceiling, it had but one window, that of 
stained glass, on which was the Legend of St. George, 
and in whose panes the red and blue so predominate 
that they made a lilao-coloured light, as if it were 
twilight. The altar, in blade and white marble, was 
nnomamented, and the whole place, with its picture of 
the Omcifixion, and its two c^ndeliers, seemed like a 
tomb. The walls were covered with commemorative 
tfdilets, a collection from top to bottom of stones 
crumbling from age, on which the deeply-cut inscrip- 
tions conld still be read. 

Almost stifled, Angdique waited, motionless.- A 
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beadle passed, who did not even see her, so closely had 
she pressed herself against the interior of the iron 
railing. She still saw the dress of the penitent who 
was at the confessional near the entrance. Her eyes, 
gradually accustomed to the half-light, were mechanically 
fixed upon the inscriptions, the characters of which she 
ended by deciphering. Certain names struck her, 
calling back to her memory the legends of the Ch&teau 
d’Hantecffiur, of Jean V. le Grand, of Baonl III., and of 
Hervfi VII. 

She soon found two others, those of Laurette and of 
Balbine, which brought tears to her eyes, so nervous 
was she from trouble and anxiety — Laurette, who fell 
from a ray of moonlight, on her way to rejoin her 
betrothed, and Balbine, who died from sudden joy at the 
return of her husband, whom she thought had been 
killed in the war. They both of them came back at night 
and enveloped the Castle with their immense, flowing 
white robes. Had she not seen them herself the day of 
their visit to the ruins, as they floated, towards evening, 
above the towers in the rosy pallor of the dusk ? Ah ! 
how willingly- she would die as they did, although but 
sixteen years of age, in the supreme happiness of the 
realisation of her dream ! 

A loud noise which reverberated under the arches 
made her tremble. It was the priest who came out 
froth the confessional of Saint Joseph and shut the door 
after him. She was surprised at no longer seeing the 
penitent, who had already gone. And when in his turn 
the clergyman went out by way of the sacristy, she 
realised that she was absolutely alone in the vast solitude 
of the Cathedral. At the loud sound of the door of the 
eonfessional, as it creaked on its hinges, she thought 
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tbat Monseignear was coming. It was nearly half an 
hour since she hod expected him, yet she did not realise 
it, for her excitement prevented her from taking any 
note of time. 

Soon a new name drew her eyes towards the tablets 
— Felicien III., who went to Palestine, carrying a candle 
in his hand, to fulfil a vow of Philippe le Bel. And 
her heart beat with pride as she saw before her, mentally, 
the youthful Folicien VIL, the descendant of all these 
worthies, the fair^haired nobleman whom she adored, 
and by whom she was so tenderly loved. She suddenly 
became filled with pride and fear. Was it possible that 
she herself was there, in the expectation of bringing 
about a prodigy? Opposite her there was a fresher 
plaque of marble, dating from the last century, the black 
letters upon which she could easily read. Norbert 
Louis Ogier, Marquis d’Hantecoeur, Prince of Mirande 
and of Bottvres, Count of Ferridres, of Montagu and of 
Saint Marc, and also of Villemarenil,. Chevalier of the 
four Royal Orders of Saint Esprit, Saint Michel, Metre 
Dame de Carmel and Saint Louis, Lieutenant in the 
Army of the King, Governor of Normandy, holding 
ofiSoe as Captain-General of the Hunting, and Master of 
the Hounds. All these were the titles of Felioien’s 
grandfather, and yet she had oome, so simple, with her 
working-dress and her fingers worn by the needl^ in 
hopes of marrying the grandson of this dead dignitary t 

There was a dight sound, scarcely a rustling, on the 
flagstones. She turned and saw Monseignent, and 
remained motionleas at this silent approaoh witiiout the 
pomp and BunoUndings she had vagu% expected^ He^ 
entered into the chapel, tall, erect, uid noUedooldz^,’ 
; dressed iti jHitple, with his ]^e &ee, hiS ratlmr- 
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nose, and His anperb eyes, which still seemed youthful 
in their expression. At first ho did not notice her 
against the black gate. Then, as he was about to kneel 
down, he saw her before him at his feet. 

With trembling limbs, overcome by respect and fear, 
Angeliqne had fallen upon her knees. He seemed to 
her at this moment like the Eternal Father, terrible in 
aspect and absolute master of her destiny. But her 
heart was still courageous, and she spoke at once. 

*Oh! Monseignenr, I have come ' 

As for the Bishop, he hod risen immediately. Ho 
had a vague recollection of her; the young girl, seen 
first at her window on the day of the procession, and 
re-found a little later standing on a chair in the church ; 
this little embroiderer, with whom bis son was so 
desperately in love. He uttered no word, he mode no 
gesture. He waited, stem and stiff. 

‘Oh! Monseigneur, 1 have come on purpose that 
you may sea me. You have, it is true, refused to accept 
me, but you do not know me. And now, here I am. 
Please look at me before you repel me again. I am the 
one who loves, and am also beloved, and that is aU. 
Nothing beyond this affection. Nothing but a poor 
child, found at the door of this dmreh. You see me at 
your feet^ little, weak, and humble. If I trouble you it 
will be very easy for you to send me away. Ton have 
only to lift your little finger to crush me. But think 
of my tears ! Were you to know bow I have suf&red, 
you would be compassionate. I wished, Mousdgneur, . 
to plead my cause in my tom. I love, and that is why - 
I kneel brfote you, to tell you so. I am ignorant in' 
■many vmys; 1 only know I love. All my strength and 
all nqr pride is centred in that feet. Isnot -lhatsuffi* 
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dent? It certainly makes one great and good to bo 
able to say that one really loves.’ 

She continued with sighs, and in broken phrases, to 
confess everything to him, in an nnaffected outpouring 
of ardent feeling. It was a true affection that thus 
acknowledged itself. She dared to do so because she 
was innocent and pure. Little by little she raised her 
head. 

* We love each other, Monseigneur. Without doubt 
he has already told you how all this came to pass. As 
for me, I have often asked myself the question without 
being able to reply to it, But wo love each other, and if 
it is a crime to do so, pardon it, I beseech you, for it 
came from afar, from everything in short that surrounded 
us. When I realised that I loved him, it was already 
too late to prevent it. Now, is it possible to be angry 
on that account ? Ton can keep him with you, make 
him marry some other person, but you cannot prevent 
him from giving me his heart. He will, die without 
me, as I shall if obliged to part from him. When he 
is not by my side I feel that he is really near me, and 
that we will never be entirely separated, since we carry 
each other’s life with ns. I have only to close my eyes 
to re>8ee him when I wish, so firmly is his image im- 
pressed on my soul. Our whole natures are thus closely 
united for life. And could yon wish to draw ns away 
from this union ? Oh I Monseignenr, it is divine ; do. 
not try to prevent us loving each other ! * 

He looked at her in her simple working-dress, so 
fresh, so unpretending, and attractive. He list^ed to 
her as' she repeated the canticle of their love in a voiee 
that both fhaoinated and troubled him, and which grew 
strangw by degrees. But as her garden-hot fSsU upon 
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her shoulders, her exquisite hair seemed to make a halo 
around her head of fine gold, aud she appeared to him, 
indeed, like one of those legendaiy vii^ins of the old 
. prayer-books, so frail was she, so primitive, so absorbed 
in her deep feeling of intense and pure affection. 

* Be good, be merciful, Monseigneur. You are the 
master. Do allow us to be happy ! ’ 

She Implored him, and finding that he remained un- 
moved, without speaking, she again bowed down her 
head. 

Oh! this unhappy child at bis feet; this odour of 
youth that came up from the sweet figure thus bent 
before him ! There he saw, as it were again, the beauti- 
ful light locks he had so fondly caressed in the days 
gone by. She, whose memoiy still distressed him after 
twenty years of penitence, hod the same fresh youthful- 
ness, the same proud expression, and the same lily-like 
grace. She had re-appeared; it was she herself who 
now sobbed and besought him to bo tender and merci- 
fhl. 

Tears had come to Angelique, yet she continued to 
outpour her heart. 

‘ And, Monseigneur, it is not only that 1 love him, 
but I also love the nobility of his name, the lustre of his 
royal fortune. Yes, I know well that being nothing, that 
having nothing, it seems as if I were only desirous of 
his money. In a way, it is true it is also for his wealth 
that I wish to many him. I tell you this because it is 
necessary that you should know me thoroughly. Ah ! 
to become rich him and with him, to owe all my 
happiness to him, to live in the sweetness and splend^ 
of luxury, to be free in our loving home^ and to have no 
more sorrow, no misery around us ! That is my ideal I- 
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^ce lie lias loved me I &iicy myself drassed in.lieavj 
brocades, as ladies were in olden days; I bave on mj*' 
«rms and around my neck strings of pearls and pred(^ 
stones; I have horses and ouriages; groves in which I 
take long walks, foUovved by pages. Whenever I think 
of him my dream recommences, and I say to myself, *'!nii8 
must all come to pass, for it perfects my desire to become 
a qneen." Is it, then, Monseignenr, a bad thing to love 
him more because he can gratify all my childish wishing 
by showering down -miraculous floods of gold upon me 
as in fury-tales?’ 

He saw then that she rose up proudly, with acharm- 
ing, stately air of a true princess, in spite' of her real 
simplioify. And she was always exactly like the iitir 
maiden of other years, with the same floweislike 
delicacy, the same tender tears, clear as' smUes. A 
spemes of intoxicataon came from her, the warn br^th 
of which inounted to his face — the same shadow of a 
remembrance whuh made him at night throw himself . 
on his devotional ohtdr, soblnng So deeply that he dis- 
turbed the sacj^ rilence of the Palace. , Until three 
o’dock in thwmomiog of this same day he hid oontouded 
irith himself again, and this long history of love, this 
doty of passion, would only revive and-exate his ixasca-% ' 
aUewound. But behind his impassiveneBS nothing wfM 
seen, nothing betrayed his effort at self-ocmtnd and his 
attunpt to ocmquer the beating of' his heart. Wtte lm. 
I to lose his life's blood, drop by drcqi, no <me wliftnld star 
! it.flow, and he now simj^y became pider, was silent and 

V ; At gtetA pmjisfnnt sUenoe made A|ig;di|^ 
dijqpaq^, and, 1^ redoubled her 
'Vv » your- hwdSf 
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with me whatever yon thihk best ; bub have pity when 
dedding my fate.' 

8tUl, as he continued silent, he terrified her, and 
seemed to grow taller than ever as he stood ^fore 
her in his fearful majesty. The deserted Cathedral, 
whose aisles were already dark, with its high vaulted 
arches where the daylight seemed dying, mode the agony 
of this silence still ^rder to bear. In the chapel, where 
the comniemorative slabs could no lunger be seen, there 
remained only the Bishop in his purple cassock, that now 
looked black, and his long white face, which alone seemed 
to have absorbed all tlie light. She saw his bright eyes 
fixed upon her with an ever-increasing depth of expres- 
sion, and shrunk from them, wondering if it were 
possible that anger made them shine in so strange a way. 

* Monseigneur, liad 1 not come to-day, I should have 
eternally reproached myself for having brought about 
the unhappiness of us Wh from my want of courage. 
Tell mo then, oh, tell me that I was right in doing so, 
and that you will give ns your consent 1 ’ 

What use would there be in discussing the matter 
with this child? He had already given his son the 
reasons for his refusal, and that was all-sufiident. That 
he had not yet spoken was only because he thought he 
hod nothing to say. She, no doubt, understood him, 
and she seemed to wish to ruse herself up that she might 
be able to kiss his hands. But he threw them behind 
him violentily, and she was startled at seeing his white 
free become suddenly crimson, from a rush of blood to 
his head. 

' Monseigneur ! Monseignenr ! ’ 

At lastbeopen^ his lips, to say to her just one word, 
the same he hod said to his son: * 

Of 
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'Never!' 

And without remaining to pray that day, as was 
his wont, he left the chapel, and with slow st^ soon 
disappeared behind the pillars of the apse. 

Falling on the flagstones, Angelique wept for a long 
time, sobbing deeply in the great peaceful silence of the 
empty church. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

That samo evening in the kitchen, after they left the 
dinner-table, Angelique confessed everything to Hubert, 
telling him of her interview with the Bishop, and of the 
latter’s refusal. She was very pale, but not at all e.xcited. 

Hubert was quite overcome. What ? Could it bo 
possible that his dear child already sulTered ? That sho 
also had been so deeply wounded in her aHectious ? His 
eyes were filled with tears from his sympathy with her, 
as they wore both of that exces.sivc1y sensitive nature 
that at the least breath they wore carried away by their 
imaginations. 

‘ Ah ! my poor darling, why did you not consult me ? 
I would willingly have accompanied you, and perhaps I 
might have persuaded Monseigneur to yield to your 
prayers.’ 

With a look Hnbertine stopped him. He was really 
nnreasonaUe. Was it not much better to seize this 
occasion to put an end at once to all ideas of a marriage 
which would be impossible? She took the young girl 
in her arms, and tenderly kissed her forehead. 

* Then, now it is ended, my dear child ; all ended ? ’ 

Angelique at first did not appear to understand what 
was said to her. Soon the wo^ returned to her as if 
firam a distance. She looked fixedly brfore her, seem- 
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mg anxious to question the empty space, and at last she 
rqplied: 

* Without doubt, mother.* 

Indeed, on the morrow she seated hersdlf at the 
work-firsme and embroidered as she was wont to do. 
She took up her usual routine of daily work, and did 
hot appear to suffer. Moreover, no tdlusion was made 
to the past ; she no longer looked from time to time out 
of the window into the garden, and, gradi^ly losing 
her paleness, the natural colour camO bcudr to her cheeks. 
The sacrifice appeared to have been accomplished. 

Hubert himself thought it was so, and, convinced of 
the wisdom of Hubertine, did all in his power to k^'ep 
Felicien at a distance. The latter, not daring to open>y 
revolt agiunst his father, grew fe^’orishly impatient, to 
such a degree that he almost broke the promise he had 
made to wait quietly without trying to see Angelique 
again. He wrote to her, and the letters were intercept^. 
Ho even went to the house one monung, but it was 
Hubert alone who received him. Their e^lanatmy 
conversation saddened them both to an equal dtg.ee, so 
much did the young man appear to suffer when the 
embroiderer told him of his daughter's calmness and ker 
air of forgetfulness; He besought him to be loyal, and 
to go away, that he might not agm throw the child into 
the fearfiil trouble of the last few weeks. 

Fehcien again pledged himself to be patient, but he 
violently refused to take back his word, for he was stfll 
hopefiil that he might persuade his &ther in the 
He could wut ; he would let affidrs remain in their 
present state with the Voincourts, where he dined twice 
a week, doing so timply to avdd a direct act of onen 
nbeUion. 
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And as lie left the honse be besought Hubert to 
explain to Angeliqne why he had oonsmted to the 
torment of not seeing her for the moment; he thought 
only of her, and the sole aim of everything he did was 
to gain her at last. 

When her husband repeated this conversation to her, 
Hubertine grew very serious. Then, after a short silence, 
she asked : 

‘ Shall you tell our daughter what he asked yon to 
saytohei*.?’ 

‘ I ought to do BO.* 

She was again silent, but ftno^ly added: 

* Act according to your conSb.ence. But ho is now 
un^r a delusion. Ho will eventually be obliged to 
yield to his father's wishes, and then our poor, dear little 
girl will die in consequence.’ 

Hubert, overcome with grief, hesitated. 'But after 
contending with himself, ho concluded to repeat no- 
thing. Moreover, he became a little reassured each day 
when his wife called bis attention to Angelique’s tronq^ 
appearance. 

* You see well that the wound is healing. She is 
learning to foiget.’ 

But die did not forget ; she also was simply wait- 
ing. All hope of human aid having died within W, she 
now had returned to the idea of some wonderful prodigy. 
There would surely be one, if God wished her to be 
happy. She had only to give herself up entirely into 
His hands ; die believed that this new trial had’ been 
sent to her as a ponidiment for having attempted to 
force His will in intruding upon Monsdgneur. With- 
out true grace .mankind was weak, and incapable of 
snccesik Her need of that grace made her humbly 
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bringing to hor as an only hopo tho aid of tibo Invisiblo j 
BO that she gave up acting for herself, bat left eveiything 
to the mysterious forces which surrounded her. Each 
evening at lamplight she recommenced her reading of 
the ‘ Golden Legend,’ being as delighted with it as when 
she was a young child. She doubted none of the miracles 
related therein, being convinced that the power of the 
Unknown is without limit for tho triumph of pure souls. 

Just at this time the upholsterer of the Cathedral 
ordered of the Huberts a panel of the very richest 
embroidery for the throne of Monseigneur the Bishop. 
This panel, one yard and a half in width and three 
yards in length, was to be set in old carfed wood, and 
on it were to be represented two angels of life-size, 
holding a crown, on which were to be the arms of the 
Hautecoeurs. It was necessary that the embroideiy 
should be in bas-relief, a work which not only required 
great artistic knowledge, but also needed physical 
strength, to be well done. When proposed to the 
Huberts, tliey at first declined the offer, being not only 
fearful of fatiguing Angelique, but especially dreading 
tlmt she would be saddened by the reme.mbrances which 
would be brought to her mind as she wrought thread 
after thread daring the several weeks. But .she in- 
sisted upon accepting the command, and evory.moming 
applied herself to her task with an extraordinary energy. 
It seemed as if she found her happiness in tiring herself, 
and that she needed to be physically exhausted in order 
to be calm. 

^ in the old workroom life continued in the some 
regular way, as if their hearts had not even for a 
moment beaten more quickly than nsua). Whilst 
Hubert occupied himself with arranging the firame^ or 
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drew the patterns, or stretched or relaxed the materials, 
Hubertine helped Asgeliqne, both of them having their 
hands terribly tired and bruised when evening came. 
For the angels and the ornaments it had been necessary 
at the beginning to divide each subject into several 
parts,' which were treated separately. In order to per- 
fect the most salicut points, Angelique first took 
spools of comrse unbleached thread, which she re-covered 
with ’ the strong thread of Brittany in a contrary 
direction ; and as the need came, making use of a heavy 
pair of shears, as well as of a roughing-chisel, she 
modelled these threads, shaped the drapery of the 
angels, and detached the details of the ornaments. In 
all this there was a real work of sculpture. At last, 
when the desired form was obhuned, with the aid of 
Hubertine she threw on masses of gold thread, which 
she fastened down with little stitches of silk. Thus 
there was a bas-relief of gold, incomparably soft and 
bright, shining like a sun in tho centre of this dark, 
smoky room. The old tools were arranged in the same 
lines as they had been for centuries — ^tho punches, the 
awls, the mallets, and the hammers ; on the work-frame 
the little donkey waste-basket and the tinsel, the thim- 
bles and the needles, moved up and down as usual, 
while in the different comers, where they ended by 
growing rusty, the diligent, the hand spinning-wheel, 
and the reel for winding, seemed to sleep in the peace- 
ful quiet which entered through the open window. 

Bays passed. Angelique broke many needles be- 
tween morning and evening, so diflBcult was it to sew 
down the gold, through the thickness of the waxed 
threads. To have seen her, one would have said she was 
so thoroughly absorbed ly her hard work that she could 
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think of nothing else. At nine o’clock she was ex* 
hansted by fatigue, and, going to bed, she sank at once 
into a heavy, dreamless sleep. When her embroidery gave 
her mind a moment’s leisure, she was astonished not to sed 
Felicien. Although she took no step towards seeking 
him, it seemed.to her that he ought to have tried every 
possible way to come to her. Tet she approved of his 
wisdom in acting as he did, and would have spolded 
him had he tried to hasten matters. No doubt he also 
looked for something supernatural to happen. It was 
this expectation upon which she now lived, thinking 
each night that it would certainly come on the morrow. 
Until now she had never rebelled. Still, at times she 
lilted up her head inquiringly, as if asking ‘ What 1 has 
nothing yet come to pass ? ’ And then she prick^ her 
finger so deeply that her hand bled, and ^e was 
obliged to take the pincers to draw the needle out. 
When her needle woqld break with a sharp little sound, 
as if of glass, she did not even make a movement of 
impatience. 

Hubertine was very anxious on seeing her apply 
herself so desperately to her work, and as the time for 
the great washing ^d come again, she forced her to 
leave her panel of embroidery, that she might have four 
good days of active outdoor life in the broad sun- 
light. The Wre Gabet, now fiiee from her rheumatism, 
.was aUe to help at the soaping and rinsing. It was a. 
regular fete in the Clos-Marie, these last August days, 
in which the weather was splendid, the sky almost 
doudlesa, while a delimns fea^nce came op froto the 
Chevrotte, the water of which as it passed under the 
willows was almost icy cold. The first day AngsiUqiie 
'was vMy gay, as 'she beat the linen after plunfi^lg it 



THE DREAU 


*35 


in the stream ; enjv^mg to the full the river, the elms, 
the old rained mill, the wild herbs,, and all those 
fondly snrroondings, so filled with pleasant memories. 
Was it not there she had become acquainted with 
Felicien, who under the moonlight had at first seemed so 
mysterioosabeing, andwhp,latdron, had been so adora- 
bly awkward, the morning when he ran after the dress- 
ingweacque that was being carried away by the current? 
As she rinsed each article, she could not refrain from 
glancing at tl^e gateway of the Bishop’s garden, which 
until recently had been nailed np. One evening she 
had passed throngh it on his arm, and who oonld tell 
but he might suddenly now open it and come to take 
her to the presence of his father? Ibis hope enchanted 
her as she applied herself to her work in the midst 
of* the frothy foam that at times almost covered 
her. • 

But the next day, as the mim Gabet brought the 
lost barrow of linen, which she spread out on the grass 
with Angelique, she interrupted her interminable chat- 
tering upon the gossip of the neighbourhood to say 
malicioudy : 

‘By the way, yon know that Monseigneur is to 
many his son ? * 

young girl, who was just smoothing out a sheet, 
kqelt down in the grass, her strength leaving her all at 
once, from the rudeness of the shock. 

' Tes, everyone is tailring of it. The son of lion- 
smgneur will in the antnmn many Hademoiselle de 
Vmneourt. It seems that eveiything was derided upon 
andaninged yesterday.* 

I9ie remained on her knees, as a flood of omifbsed 
ideas passed through hnf brain, and a strange httmming 
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was in her ears. She was. not. at all surprised at the 
news, and she realised it must be true. Her mother 
had already warned her, so she ought to have been pre- 
pared for it. She did not yet even doubt Felicien’s 
love for her, as that was her faith and her strength. 
But at the present moment, that which weakened her 
BO greatly and excited her to the very depths of her 
being was* the thought that, trembling before the com- 
mands of his father, he could at last yield from weai'i- 
ness, and consent to wed one whom he did not love. 
Then he would be lost to her whom he really adored. 
Never had she thought such an act on his part possible; 
but now she saw him obliged by his filial duty and his 
sense of obedience to make them both unhappy forever. 
Still motionless, her eyes fixed upon the little gate, she 
at lost revolted against the facts, feeling os if she must 
go and shake the bars, force them open with her hands, 
run to Felicien, and, aiding him by her own courage, 
pei*suade him not to yield. She was surprised to hear 
herself reply to the mdre Gabet, in the purely mechanical 
instinct of hiding her trouble : 

'Ah I then he is to marry Mademoiselle Claire. She 
is not only very beautiful, but it is said she is also very 
good.* 

Certainly, as soon as the old woman went away, sho 
must go and find him. She had waited long enough ; 
she would break her promise of not seeing him as H it 
were a troublesome obstacle. What right had anyone 
to separate them in this way ? Everything spoke to 
her of their affection — ^the Cathedral, the fresh water, and 
the old elm-trees upder which they had been so happy. 
Since their affection had grown on this spot, it was 
there that she wished to find him agtun, to go with him 
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arm-!a*aiin far awaj, so &r that no one would ever see 
them. 

‘That is all,’ said at last the mire Gabet, as she 
hung the last naphins on a bash. ‘ In two hours they 
will be dry. Good>night, mademoiselle, as you no longer 
hare need of me.’ 

Now, standing in the midst of this efflorescence of 
linen that shone on the green grass, Angolique thought 
of that other day, when, in the tempest of wind, among 
the flapping of the sheets and tablecloths, they unfolded 
BO ingenuously the secrets of their lives to each other. 
Why had he discontinued bis visits to her ? Why had 
he not come to meet her during her healthy e.xercise of 
the past three days ? But it would not be long before 
she would run to him, and when he had clasped her in 
his arms, he would know well that he was hers, and hers 
only. She would not even need to reproach him for his 
apparent weakness ; it would be enough for her to show 
herself to make him realise that tlieir happiness was in 
being together. 

He would dare everything for her sake when once 
she had rejoined him. 

An hour passed, and Angolique walked slowly be- 
tween the pieces of linen, all white herself from the 
blinding reflection of the sun ; and a confused sentiment 
awoke in her breast, which, growing stronger and 
stronger, prevented her from going over to the gate, as 
she had wished to do. She was frightened before this 
commencement of a struggle. What did it mean? She 
cOTtainly could sot according to her own will. Yet 
something new, inmcplicabie, thwuted her and changed 
the -simplicity of her passion. It was such a simple 
thing to go to a beloved one; yet she oonU not poa> 
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iibly .4o so novr, being kept back by a tomenting; 
doubt. AUo, since she bad (^ven her promise, perBaps 
it would be wrong to brei^ it. In the evening, when ' 
the whole ‘ wash ’ was dry, and Hubertine came to help . 
her to take it to the house, die was still undecided what 
to do, and concluded to reflect upon it durmg the night. 
With her arms filled to overflowing with linen, white as 
snow, and smelling fresh and clean, she cast an aomouB 
look towards the 01os«Marie, already l»thed in the tni'* 
light, as if it were a &iendly comer of Nature refusing 
to bo her accomplice. 

In the morning Angelique was greatly troubled 
when she awoke. Several other niights passed without 
her having come to any decision. She could not re- 
cover her ease of mind until she had the certainty that 
^ was sUU beloved. Were her bith in that unshaken 
she would be perfectly at rest. If loved, she could bear 
anything. A fit of being charitable had again taken 
possession of her, so that she was touched by the slight- 
est snfiering, and her eyes were filled with tears ready 
to overflow at . any moment. The old man Mascart 
made her give hiin tobacco,-and the Chouarts drew 
firmu Jher everything they wished, even to preserved 
firuit^ But the Lemballeuses alsa profited by hw gifts, 
and Tiennette hod been seen danomg at the flites,. 

' dressed in one of ‘the good young lady^i’ gowns. And 
<me day, as ahe was taking to the gtandm<i>thw.a 9 me 
chemises promised her the previous evening, she WF 
fh)m a distance, b the inidst of the poor fimtity,HadBinoV 
de Voineourt end hervdaughter Claire^ acoompai!di|d ijr.; 
Felioten. The latter, no. dmib^ had-t^en thm 
She did not. show hertel^ but leteriied 
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two again as tbey came out from the Cbflteao; then 
one morning the old man Mascart told her of a visit 
he- had received from the handsome yonng gentlemanond 
two ladies. Uhen she abandoned W poor people, who 
seemed no longer to have claims upon W, since Felicien 
had token them and given them to his new friends. She 
gave np her walks for fear she might see them, and thus 
be 1^ deeply wounded that her sufferings would be in- 
creased tenfold. She felt as if something were dying 
within her, as if, little little, her very life was passing 
away. 

One evening, alter one of these* meetings, when 
alone in her chamber, stilling from angnish, she uttered 
this cry: 

* But ho loves me no longer.’ 

She saw before her, mentally, Claire de Voincourt, 
tall, beautiful, with her crown of black hair, and he was 
at her side, slight, proud, and handsome. Were they 
not really created for each other, of the same race, so 
well mated that one might think they wore already 
married? 

* He no bnger loves me! Oh! he no longer loves 
me!' 

Hiis exclamsticm broke from her lips as if it were 
the ruin of all her hopes, and, her fiiitb once shaken, 
everything gave way without her being able to examine 
the&ctsof the case or to regard them calmly. The 
previous evening she believed in something, but that 
had iww passed Iqr* - A breath, coming fiom she knew 
not where, had bera suffideot, and all at onceby asii^le 
Uow she had fallen into the greatest dei^nir — that of 
blinking she was not beloved. He had indeed spdmh 
wndy when he told her once that this wastiie only red 
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grief, the one insupportable tortnre. Now her turn 
had come. Until then she had been resigned, she felt 
so strong and confident as she awaited the miracle. But 
her strength passed away with her faith ; she was tor- 
mented by her distress like a child ; her whole being 
seemed to be only an open wound. And a painful 
struggle commenced in her soul. 

At first she called upon her pride to help her ; she 
was too proud to care for him any more. She tried to 
deceive herself, she'pretended to be free from all care, as 
die song while embroidering tlie Hautecoour coat of 
arms, upon which she was at work. But her heart was 
BO full it almost stifled her, and she was ashamed to 
acknowledge to herself that she was weak enough to 
love him still in spite of all, and even to love him more 
than ever. For a week these armorial bearings, as they 
grew thread by thread under her fingers, filled her with 
a terrible sorrow. Quartered one and four, two and 
three, of Jerusalem and d’Hautecoeur ; of Jerusalem, 
whidt is argent, a cross potonce, or, between four cross- 
crosslcts of tlie last; and d’llautecocur, azure, on a 
castle, or, a diield, sable, charged with a human heart, 
argent ; the whole accompanied by three flenrs-de-lys, 
or, two at the top and one in the point. The enamels 
were made of twist, the metals of gold and silver thread. 
What misery it was to feel that her bands trembled, and 
to be obliged to lower her head to hide her eyes, that 
> were blinded with tears, from all this brightness. She 
thottglit only of him ; she adored him in the lustre of 
his legendary nobility. And when she embroidered the 
motto of the &mily, * 8i Dim veutt, je veHiB,'in dllc 

on a streamer of silver, she realised that she was his 
slave, and that never again could die reclaim him. 
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Then tears prevented her from seeing, while mechani- 
cally she continued to make little stitches in her work. 

After this it was indeed pitiable. Angeliqno loved 
in despair, fought against this hopeless affection, which 
she could not destroy. She still wished to go to Felioien, 
to reconquer him by throwing heranns around his neck ; 
and thus the contest was daily renewed. Sometimes 
she thought she had gained control over her feelings, so 
great a silence appeared to have fallen within and around 
her. She seemed to see herself as if in a vision, a 
stranger in reality, very little, very cold, and kneeling 
like an obedient child in the humility of renunciation. 
Then it was no longer herself, but a sensible young girl, 
made so by her e lucation and her home life. Soon a 
rush of blood mounted to her face, making her dizzy ; her 
perfect health, the ardent feelings of her youth, seemed 
to gallop like runaway colts, and she resaw Iicrself, proud 
and passionate, in all the reality of her unknown origin. 
Why, then, had she been so obedient ? There was no 
true duty to consult, only free-will. Already she had 
planned her flight, and calculated the most favourable 
hour for forcing open the gate of the Bishop’s garden. 
But already, also, the agony, the grave uneasiness, the 
torment of a donbt had come -back to her. Were she 
to yield to evil she would suffer eternal remorse in con- 
sequence. Hours, most abominable hours, passed in 
this uncertainty as to what port she should take under 
thia tempestuous wind, which constantly threw her 
from the revolt of her love to the horror of a fault. And 
she came out of the cont^ weakened by each victory 
over her heart. 

One evening, as she was about leaving the honse to 
go to join Felioien, she suddenly thought of her little 
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book from tiie Society of Aid to Abandoned Ghildren« 
She was so distressed to find that she no longer bad 
strength to resist her pride. She took it from the ’ 
depths of the chest of drawers, tamed over its leaves, 
whispered to herself at each page the lowness of lier 
birth, so eager was she in her need of bnmility. Father 
and mother unknown; no name; nothing bat a date 
and a number ; a complete neglect, like that of a wild 
plant tliat grows by the roadside! Tlien crowds of 
memories came to her ; the rich pastures of the Miitvre 
and the cows she hod Avatebed there ; the flat route of 
Soulanges, whero she had so often walked barefooted ; 
and Maman Kini, who boxed her cars when she stole 
apples. Certain pages specially attracted her by their 
painful associations : — those which certified every three 
months to the visits of the undeivinspcctor and of the 
physician, whoso signatures were sometimes accom- 
panied by observations or information, os, for instance, 
a severe illness, during which she had almost died ; a 
claim from her nurse on the subject of a pair of shoes 
that hod been burnt; and bod marks that had been 
given her for her uncontrollable temper. It was, in 
short, the journal of her miseiy. But one thing dis- 
turbed her above all others — the report in reference to 
the breaking of tho necklace she had worn until she 
was six years of age. She recollected that she hod in- 
stinctively hated it, this string of beads of bone, cut in 
the shape of little olivra, strung on a silken cord, and 
fastened 1^ a medallion of plaited silver, bearings the 
date of her entrance into the ' Home * and her numbmr. 
She considered it as a badge of slavery, and tried 
several times to break it with her little hands, witfaoat 
any ftav as to the consequences doing so< 
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when older, she complained that it choked her. For a 
year longer she was obliged to wear it. Great, indeed, 
" was her joy when, in the presence of the mayor of the 
parish, the inspector’s aid had ent tlio cord, replacing 
this sign of individuality by a formal description, in 
which allusion was made to her violet-coloured eyes 
and her fine golden hair. Yet she always seemed to 
feel around her neck this collar, as if she were an animal 
that was marked in order that she might be recognis(»d 
if she went astray ; it cut into her fiesh and stifled her. 
When she came to that page on this day, her humility 
came back to her, she was frightened, and went up to 
her chamber, sobbing as if onworthy of being loved. 
At two other times this little book saved her. At liwt 
it lost its power, and could not help her in checking 
her rebellious thoughts. 

Now, her greatest temptation came to her at night. 
Before going to bed, that her sleep might be calm, she 
imposed upon herself the task of resuming reading tho 
Legends. Bat, resting her forehead on her hands, not* 
withstanding all her efforts she could understand 
nothing. Tho miracles stupefied her ; she saw only a 
discoloured flight of phantoms. Then in her great bed, 
after a most intense prostration, she started suddenly 
from her sleep, in agony, in the midst of the darkness. 
She sat upright, distracted ; then knelt among the half 
thrown-back clothes, as the perspiration started from 
her forehead, while she trembled from head to foot. 
Clasping her hands together, she stammered in prayer, 
*Oh! my God! Why have You forsaken me?’ 

Her great distress was to realise that she was alone 
hi the obscurity at such moments. She had dreamed 
of Belicimi, she was esger to diess herself and go to join 

as 
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him, before anyone conid come to prevent her from 
fleeing. It was as if the Divine g^race were leaving 
her, as if God ceased to protect her, and even the ele> 
inents abandoned her. In despair, she called npon the 
unknown, she listened attentively, hoping for some sign 
fix>m the invisible. Bat there was no reply; the air 
seemed empty. There were no more whispering voices, 
no more mysterious rustlings. Everything seemed to 
be dead — the Clos-Marie, with the Chevrotte, the wil- 
lows, the elm-trees in the Bishop’s garden, and the 
Cathedral itself. Nothing remain^ of the dreams she 
hod placed there; the white flight of her friends in 
passing away left behind them only their sepulchre. 
She was in agony at her powcrlessness, disarmed, like 
a Christian of the Primitive Church overcome by original 
sin, as soon as the aid of the supernatural had departed, 
In the dull silence of this protected comer she heard 
this evil inheritance come back, howling triumphant 
over everything. If in ten minutes more no help came 
to her from figurative forces, if things around her did 
not rouse up and sustain her, she would certainly suc- 
cnmb and go to her ruin. * My God I my God ! why 
have You abandoned me?’ Still kneeling on her 
bed, slight and delicate, it seemed to hov as if she were 
dying. 

Each time, until now, at the moment of her greatest 
distress she h^ been sustained a certain freshness. 
It was the Eternal Grace which had pity upon her, and 
restored her illusions. She jumped out on to the fioor 
with her bare feet, and ran eagerly to the window. 
Then at lost she heard the voices rising again ; invisible 
wii^ brushed against her hair, the people of the ‘ Golden 
L^end* came out firam the trees and the stones, and 
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crowded around her. Her purity, her goodness, all that 
which resembled her in Nature, returned to her and 
saved her. Now she was no longer afraid, for she knew 
that she was watched over. Agnes had come back with 
the wandering, gentle virgins, and in the air she 
breathed was a sweet calmness, which, notwithstanding 
her intense sadness, strengthened her in her resolve to 
die rather than fail in her duty or break her promise. 
At last, quite exhausted, she crept back into her bed, 
falling asleep again with the fear of the morrow's trials, 
constantly tormented by the idea that she must succumb 
in the end, if her weakness thus increased each day. 

In fact, a languor gained fearfully upon Angelique 
since she thought Felicien no longer loved her. She 
was deeply wounded and silent, uncomplaining; she 
seemed to be dying hourly. At first it showed itself by 
w'eariness. She would have an attack of want of breath, 
when she was forced to dix>p her thread, and for a mo- 
ment remain with her eyes lialf closed, seeing nothing, 
although apparently looking straight befora her. Then 
she left off eating, scarcely taking even a little milk ; 
and she either hid her bread or gave it to the neigh- 
bours' chickens, that she need not make her parents 
anxious. A physician having been called, found no 
acute disease, but considering her life too solitaiy, 
simply recommended a great deal of exercise. It was 
like a gradual fading away of her whole being ; a dis- 
appearing by slow degrees, an obliterating of her 
physique from its immaterial beauty. Her form floated 
like the swaying of tvro great wings; a strong light 
seemed to come from her t^'face, where the soul was 
burning. She could now come down from her chamber 
only in tottering steps, as she supported herself by 
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putting her two bands against the wall of the stairway. 
But as soon as she realised she was being looked at| 
she made a great effort, and even persisted in wisbmg 
to finish the panel of heavy embroidery for the BUhc^’s 
seat. Her little, dender hands had no more strength, 
and when she broke a needle she could not draw it 
from the work with the pincers. 

One morning, when Hubert and Hubertine bad been 
obliged to go out, and had left her alone at her work, 
the embroiderer, coming back first, had found her on the 
floor near the frame, where she had fallen from her 
chair after having fiunted away. She had at last sno" 
combed before her task, one of the great golden angds 
being still unfinished. Hubert took her in his arms, and 
tried to place her on her feet. But she fell back again, 
and did not recover consciousness. 

* My darling 1 My darling ! Speak to me 1 Have 
pity on roe 1 ’ 

At last she opened her eyes and looked at him in 
despair. Why had he wished her to come back to life 1 
She would so gladly die 1 

*What is the matter with yon, my dear child? 
Have you really deceived us? Do you still love 
him?’ • 

She made no answer, but simply looked at him with 
intense sadness. Then he embraced her gently, took 
her in his arms, and carried her up to her room. 
Having placed her upon her bed, when be saw how white 
and firail she was he wept that he had had so cruel a 
task to perform as to keep away firomher the onewhem 
she 80 loved, 

*Bat I would have given him to you, my dear l 
W’hy did you say nothing to me? ’ 
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She did not speak ; her eyelids closed, and she ap> 
peared to iall asleep. He remained standing, his looks 
fixed npon the thin, lily*white conntenance, his heart 
bleeding with pity. Then, as her breathing had become 
quiet, he went downstairs, as he heard his wife come, 
in. 

He explained everything to her in tho . workings 
room. Hubertine had just taken off lier hat and gloves, 
and he at once told her of his having found the diild bn 
the floor in a dead faint, that she was now sleeping on 
her bed, overcome with weakness, and almost lifeless. 

* We have really been greatly mistaken. She thinks 
constantly of this young man, and it is killing her by 
inches. Ah ! if you know what a shock it gave me, 
and the remorse which has mode me almost distracted, 
since 1 have realised the truth of the case, and carried 
her upstairs in so pitiable a state. It is our foiilt. We 
have separated them by falsehoods, and 1 am not only 
ashamed, but so angry with myself it makes me ill. 
But what ? Will you let her suffer so, without saying 
anything to save her ? ’ 

Still Hubertine was as silent as Angelique, and, 
pale from anxiety, looked at him calmly and soothingly. 
But hb, always an excitable man, was now so overcom.e 

wljat he h^ just seen tiiat, forgetting his usual sub* 
mission, he was almost beside himself, could not keep 
still, but threw his hands up and down in his feveri^ 
imitation. 

* Very well, then I I .wOl spMk, and I will tell hep 
that Fdfeien loves her, and that it is we who have had 
the cruelty to prevent him feom retnmbg, in deseiving 
him also. Now, every tear she sheds cuts me to the 
heart. Wen she to die^ I should oemsider myself as 
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having been her murderer. I wish her to be happy. 
Tea ! happy at any cost, no matter Jiow, but by all 
possible means.’ 

lie had approached his wife, and he dared to cry 
out in the revolt of his tenderness, being doubly irri- 
tated by the sad silence she. still maintained. 

* Since they love each other, it is they alone who 
should be masters of the situation. There is surely 
nothing in the world greater than to love and be beloved. 
Yes, happiness is always legitimate.’ 

At length Hubertine, standing motionless, spoke 
slowly : 

* You are willing, then, that he should take her from 
us, are you not? That he should marry her notwith- 
standing our opposition, and without the consent of his 
father ? Would yon advise them to do so ?. Do you 
think that they would be happy afterwards, and that 
love would suffice them?’ 

And without changing her manner she continued in 
the same heart-broken voice : 

* On my way home I passed by the cemetery, and 
an undefinable hope made me enter there again. 1 
knelt once more on tho spot that is worn by our knees, 
and I prayed there for a long time.’ 

Hubert had turned very pale, and a cold chill replaced 
tlie fever of a few moments before. Certainly he knew 
well the tomb of the unforgiving motiier, where they 
had so often been in tears and in submission, as they 
accused themselves of their disobedience, and besought 
the dead to send them her pardon firom the depths of 
the eifrth. fDiey had remained thore for hours, sure 
that if the grace they demanded were ever gpranted them 
they would be oegnisimt of it et once. That for which 
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they pleaded, that for which they hoped, was for another 
infant, a child of pardon, the only sign which would 
assure them that at last they themselves had been for- 
given. But all was in vain. The cold, hard mother, 
was deaf to all their entreaties, and left them under the 
inexorable punishment of tiie death of their firstborn, 
whom she had taken and carried away, and whom she 
refused to restore to them. 

* I prayed there for a long time,’ repeated Hubertino. 
* I listened e(^riy to know if there would not be some 
slight movement.’ 

Hubert questioned her with an anxious look. 

* But there was nothing — no ! no sound came up to 
me from the earth, and within nio there was no feeling 
of relief. Ah ! yes, it is useless to hope any longer. 
It is too late. We brought about our own unhappiness.’ 

Then, trembling, be asked : 

‘ Bo you accuse me of it ? ’ 

' Yes, you are to blame, and I also did wrong in 
following you. Wo disobeyed in tlie beginning, and 
all our life has been spoiled in consequence of that ono 
&l8e step.’ 

* But are you not happy ?’ 

‘ No, 1 am not happy. A wofuan who has no child 
can never be happy. To love merely is not enough. 
That love most be crowned and blest.’ 

He had fisillen into a chair, faint and overcome, as 
tears came to his eyes. Never before had she reproached 
him for the ever-open wound which marred their lives, 
and she who always after having grieved him Iqr an 
involuntary allnsion to the post had quickly recovered 
herself and consoled him, this time let him suffer, look- 
ing at him as she steod'&ear, bat making no ngn, 
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takisg 00 etep towards him. He wept bitterly, ex-* 
daiming in the midst of his tears : 

‘Ah! the dear child upstairs — ^it is she you condemn. 
You are not willing that Felicien should many her, as 
I married you, and that she should suffer as yon have 
done.’ 

She answered simply by a look : a dear, affectionate 
glance, in which he read the strength and simplicity of 
her heart. 

'But you said yonrsdf, my dear, that our sweet 
daughter would die from grief if matters were not 
changed. Do yon, then, wish for her death ?’ 

‘ Yes. Her death now would be preferable to an 
unhappy life.’ 

He left his seat, and clasped her in his arms as they 
both sobbed bitterly. For some minutes they embraced 
each other. Then he conquered himself, and she in her 
turn was obliged to lean upon hu shoulder, that he 
might comfort her and renew her courage. They were 
indeed distressed, but were firm in their decision to 
keep perfectly silent, and, if it were God’s will that their 
child must die in consequence, they must accept it sub- 
missively, rather than advise W to do wrong. 

From that day Angelique was obliged to keep in her 
room. Her weakness increased so rapidly and to such 
a degree that she could no longer go down to the work* 
room. Did she attempt to walk, her head became dizsy 
at once and her limbs bent under her. At first, by the 
aid of the furniture, she was able to get to the balcony. 
Later, she was obliged to content herself with gomg 
from her armdiair to her bed. Even that distance 
seemed long to her, and she only tried it in the nuHmii^ 
and evening, she was so exhausted. 
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However, die still worked, giving up the embroidery 
in bas-relief as being too difficult, and simply making 
use of coloured silks. She copied flowers after Nature, 
from a bunch of hydrangeas and hollyhocks, wliich, 
having no odour, she could keep in her room. The 
bouquet was in full bloom in a large vase, and often she 
would rest for several minutes as she looked at it witli 
pleasure, for even the light silks were too heavy for her 
fingers. In two days she had made one flower, which 
was fresh and bright as it slione upon the satin ; but 
this occupation was her life, and she would use her 
needle until her lost breath. Softened by suflering, 
emaciated by the inner fever that was consuming her, 
she seemed now to be but a spirit, a pure and beautiful 
flame that would soon be extinguished. 

Why was it necessary to struggle any longer if 
Felicien did nojb love her? Now she was dying with 
this conviction ; not only had he no love for her to-day, 
but perhaps he had never really cared for her. So long 
as her strength lasted she had contended against her 
heart, her health, and her youth, all of which urged her 
to go and join him. But now that she was unable to 
move, she must resign herself and accept her fate. 

0^ morning, as Hubert placed her in her easy 
chair, and put a cushion under her little, motionless 
feet, she said, with a smile : 

* Ah I I am sore of being good now, and not trying 
to run away.* 

Hubert hastened to go downstailrs, that she might 
not see his tears. 
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CHAPTER XV 

It was impossible for Angelique .to sleep that night. 
A nervous wakefulness kept her burning eyelids from 
closing, and her extreme weakness seemed greater than 
ever. The Huberts had gone to their room, and at last, 
when it was near midnight, so great a fear came over 
her that she would die if she were to remain longer in 
bed, she preferred to get up, notwithstanding the im- 
mense effort required to do so. 

She was almost stifled. Putting on a dressing-gown 
and warm slippers, she crept along slowly as &r as the 
window, which die opened wide. The winter was some- 
what rainy, but of a mild dampness ; so the air was 
pleasant to breathe. She sank b^k into her great arm- 
chair, after having turned up the wick of a lamp which 
was on a table near her, and which was always allowed 
to be kept burning during the entire night. There, by 
the side of the volume of the ‘ Golden Legend,’ was the 
bouquet of hydrangeas and hollyhocks whidi she had 
begun to copy. That she might once more attach her- 
self to the life which she realised was fhst passing from 
her she had a sudden fancy to work, and drawing her 
frame forward, die made a few stitches with her trem- 
bling fingers. The ted silk of the rose-trfimidre seemed 
of a deeper hue than ever, in oontrast with her white 
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hande: it' was almost as if it wore the blood from 
her veins which was quietly flowing away drop by 
drop. 

Bnt she, who for two hours had turned in vain from 
side to side in the burning bedclothes, yielded almost 
immediately to sleep as soon as she was seated.’ ller 
head drooped a little toward her right shoulder, being 
supported by the back of her chair, and the silk remain- 
ing in her motionless hands, a lookei>on would have 
thought she was still embroidering. 'White as snow, 
perfectly calm, she slept under the light of the lamp in 
the chamber, still and quiet as a tomb. The faded, 
ro^ draperies of the great royal couch were paler tlian 
ever in their shady comer, and the gloom of the walls 
of the room was only relieved by the great chest of 
drawers, the wardrobe, and the chairs of old carved 
oak. Minutes passed; her slumber was deep and 
dreamless. 

At last there was a slight sound, and Felicien 
suddenly appeared on the balcony, pale, trembling, 
and, like herself, looking very worn and thin, and his 
coantenance distressed. 'VYhen he saw her reclin* 
ing in the ea^ chair, pitiable and yet so beautiful to 
look at, he rushed at once into* the chamber, awl his 
heart grew heavy with infinite grief os he went forward, 
and, falling on his knees before her, gazed at her with 
an expression of utter despair. Could it be that site 
was so hopelessly ill ? Was it unliappiness that liad 
caused her to be so weak, and to have wasted away to 
such a degree that she appeared to him light as air 
while she lay there, like a feather which the slightest 
breath would blow away ? In her sleep, her suffering 
and her patient resignation were clearly seen. He in 
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fact would have known her only by her lily-like grace, 
tho delicate outlines of her neck, her drooping shoulders, 
and her oral face, transfigured like that of a youthful 
virgin mounting towards heaven. Her exquisite hair 
was now only a moss of light, and her pure soul shone 
under the soft transparency of her skin. She had all 
the ethereal beauty of the saints relieved from their 
bodies. He was both dazzled and distressed ; the violent 
shock rendered liim incapable of moving, and, with hands 
clasped, ho remained silent. She did not awake as he 
continued to watch her. 

A little air from the half-closed lips of Felicien must 
hare passed across Angelique’s face, ns all at once she 
opened her great eyes. Tet she did not start, but in 
her turn looked at him with a smile, as if he were a 
vision. Yes, it was he! She recognised him well, 
although he was greatly changed. But she did not 
think she was awake, for she often saw him thus in her 
dreams, and her trouble was increased when, rousing 
from her sleep, she realised the truth. 

He held his hands out towards her and spoke : 

* My dearest, I love yon. 1 was told that yon were 
ill, and came to you immediately. Look at me ! ' Here 
I am, and I love you.’ ’ 

She straightened hersdf up quickly. She diuddered, 
as with a mechanical movement she passed her fingers 
over her eyes. 

‘ Doubt no longer, then. See me at your -feet, and 
realise that 1 love.yoa now, as I have ever done.’ 

Then die exclaimed : 

* Oh 1 is it you ? 1 had given up expecting yon, and 
yet yon ate here.’ 

With her feeble, tranbling hands, die bad taken hU^' 
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t&ns assniing herself that he was not a fanciful vision oi 
her sleep. 

He continued : 

* Ton have always loved me, and I love yon for ever. 
Yes, notwithstanding everything; and more deeply 
even than I should have ever thought it possible to 
do.’ 

It was^n uuhoped-fur excess of happiness, and in 
this first minute of absolute joy they forgot everything 
else in the world, giving-themselves up to the delight* 
ful certainty of their mutual aifection, and their abilily 
to declare it. The sufferings of the post, tlto obstacles 
of the future, had disappeared as if by magic. Tliey 
did not even think of asking how it was that they had 
thus come together. But there they were, mingling 
their tears of joy together as they embraced each other 
with the purest of feelings : ho was overcome with pity 
that she was so worn by grief and ‘illness that slie 
seemed like a mere shadow in his anns. In the en- 
chantment of her surprise she remained half-paralysed, 
trembling from exhaustion, radiant with spiritual beauty, 
as she lay l^k in her great ea^ chair, so physically 
weary that she could not raise herself without falling 
again, but intoxicated with this supremo contentment. 

'Ah, dear Seigneur, my only remaining wish is 
gratified. I longed to see yon before death came.’ 

He lifted up his head, as with a despairing move- 
ment, and said : 

< Do not speak of dying. It shall not be. I am here, 
and I love yon.’ 

She smiled. siDgelically. 

* I am not afraid to die now that yon have assured 
m»of yow aflfeotion. The i^ no longer tenifies me. 
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1 could easily fall asleep in this way, while leaning on 
your shoulders. Tell me once more that you love 
me.’ 

‘ I love you ns deeply to-day as I loved you yester- 
day, and as 1 will love you on the morrow. Do not 
doubt it for one moment, for it is for eternity ! Oh, 
yes, we will love each other for ever and ever.’ 

Angelique was enraptured, and with vegne eyes 
looked directly before her, as if seeing something be- 
yond the cold whiteness of the chamber. But evidently 
she aroused herself, as if just awaking from sleep. In 
the midst of this great felicity which had appeased her, 
she hod now had time for rellection. The true facts of 
the case astonished her. 

* You have loved me ! Yet why did you not at once 
come to see me? ’ 

‘ Yonr parents said that you cared for me no longer. 
I also nearly died when learning that. At last, I 
was detenninod to know tho whole truth, and was sent 
away from tlie house, tho door being absolutely closed 
ogainst me, and 1 was forbidden to return.’ 

* ’Dien they shut tho door in your face ? Yet my 
mother told mo that yon did not love me, and I could 
but believe her, since, having seen yon several times 
with that young lady, Mademoiselle Claire, I thought 
naturally you were obeying your father.’ 

* No. 1 was waiting. But it was cowardly on my 
part thus to tremble before him. My great mistake has 
been to allow the matter to go so for ; for my duty was 
to have trusted only in you, to have insisted upon seeing 
you personally, and to have acted with yon.' 

There was a short silence. Angelique sat erect for 
an instant, as if she had received a blow, md her me* 
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pressioH grew cold and hard, and her forehead was cut 
by an angry wrinkle. 

* So we have both of us been deceived. Falsehoods 
have been told in order to separate ns from each other. 
Notwithstanding our iniifuHiluve, we have been tortured 
to such a degree that they have almost killed ns both* 
Very well, then ! It is abominable, and it frees us 
from the promises wo made. We nn5 now at liberty to 
act as we will.* 

An intense feeling of contempt so excited her that 
she stood up on her feet. She no longer realised tliat 
she was ill, but appeared to have regained her stnmgth 
mirnculously in the reawakening of all tlie passion and 
prido of her nature. To have thought her dit^am ondedf 
and all at once to have refooiid it in its full beauty and 
vitality, d(‘Iiglit(?d h<?r. To be able to say that they 
had done notliing unworthy their love, but that it was 
other persons who had b^cn tho guilty ones, was a 
comfort. This growth of lienadf, this at last certain 
triumph, exalted her and threw her into a supreme 
rebellion. 

She simply said : 

' Come, let ns go.* 

And she walked around tho room, bravo in tho 
return of her energy and her will. She bad already 
selected a mantle to throw over her sliouldeni. A lace 
scarf would bo sufficient for her head. 

Felicien uttered one cry of joy as slio thus anticH 
pated bis desire. He had merely thought of tliis (light, 
but had not had the boldness to dare propose it; and 
how delightful indeed it would be to go away together, 
to disappear, and thus put an end to all cares, to over- 
come all obstacles. The sooner it was done the better, 

8 
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for then they would avoid having to contend with . 
reflection or afterthought. 

‘ Yes, darling, let us go immediately. I was coming 
to take you. 1 know where we can find a carriage. 
Before daylight we will be far away : bq far tixat no one 
will ever be able to overtake us.’ 

She opened her drawers, but closed them agmn 
violently, without taking anything therefrom, as her 
excitement increased. Gould it be possible that she 
had snfiered such torture for so many weeks ! She had 
done everything in her power to drive him from her 
mind, to try to convince herself that he cared no more 
for her, until at lost she thought she had succeeded in 
doing so. But it was of no use, and all this abominable 
work must be dond over again. No ! she could never 
have strength snflicient for that. Since they loved 
each other, the simplest thing in the world to do was to 
be married, and then no power on earth could separate 
them. 

‘ Let mo see. What ought I to take ? Oh ! how 
foolish I Imve been with all my childish scruples, when 
1 think that others have lowered tkemselves so tnnnTi 
as even to tell us falsehoods 1 Yes I even were 1 to 
have died, they would not have called yon to me. Bnf, 
teU me, must 1 take linen and dresses ? See, here is a 
warmer gown. What strange ideas, what nnnnmberod 
obstacles, they put in my head. There was good on 
one side and evil on the other: things which one might 
do, and again that which one should never do; in short,, 
such a complication of matters, it was enough to make 
one wild. They wore all falsehoods : there was no truth 
in any of them. The only real happiness is to live to 
love tiie one who lo.es yon, and to obey the promptings 
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of the heart. Yon are the persooification of fortune, 
of beantj, and of youth, my dear Seigneur ; my only 
pleasure is in you. T give myself to you freely, and you 
may do with me what yon wish.’ 

She rejoiced in this breaking*ont of all the liero> 
ditary tendencies of her nature, which sho thought had 
died within her. Sounds of distant music excited licr. 
She saw as it were their royal departure : this son of a 
prince carrying her away as in a fairy-tale, and making 
her queen of some imaginary realm ; and she was ready 
to follow him witli her arms clasped aronnd his neck, 
her head upon his breast, with such a trembling from 
intense feeling that her whole body grew weak from 
happiness. To be alone together^ just they two, to 
abandon themselves to the galloping of horses, to flee 
away, and to disappear in each other’s arms. What 
perfect bliss it would be! 

* Is it not better for me to take nothing ? What 
good would it do in reality ? ’ 

He, partaking of her feverishness, was already at the 
door, as he replied : 

*No, no! Take nothing whatever. Let ns go at 
once.’ 

‘Yes, let ns go'. That is the best thing to 
do.’ 

And she rejoined him. But she tnmed ronnd^ 
wishing to give a last look at the chamber, dhe lamp 
was homing witii the same soft light, the bonqnet of 
l^rangeas arid hollyhocks was blooming as ever, and 
in her work-feame the nnfinished rose, bright and 
natoial as life, seemed .to be waiting for her. Bat the 
zoom itself eqpedally affected her. Never before had it 
seemed so white and pore to her; the walls, the bed, 

• a 



26 o 


THE DREAM 


ilie air even, appeared as if filled with a clear, white 
breath. 

Something within her wavered, and she was obliged 
to lean heavily against the back of a chair that was near 
her and not far from the door. 

‘ What is the matter ? ' asked Felicien anxiously. 

She did not reply, but breathed with great difficulty. 
Then, seized with a trembling, she could no longer 
bear her weight on her feet, but was forced to sit 
down. 

* Do not be anxious ; it is nothing. I only want to 
rest for a minute and then wo will go.* 

They were silent. She continued to look round the 
room as if she had forgotten some valuable object there, 
but could not tell what it was. It was a regret, at first 
slight, but which rapidly increased and filled her heart 
by degrees, until it almost stifled her. She could no 
longer collect her thoughts. Was it this mass of white- 
ness that kept her back? She had always adored 
white, even to such a degree as to collect bits of silk 
and revel over them in secret. 

‘ One moment, just one moment more, and we will 
go away, my dear Seigneur.* 

But she did not even make an effort to rise. Very 
anxious, he again knelt before her. 

* Are you suffering, my dear ? Cannot I do some- 
thing to make you feel better ? K you are diivering 
because you are cold, I will take your little feet in my 
hands, and will so worm them that they will grow strong 
and be able to run.* 

She shook her head as she replied : 

* No, no, I am not cold. I could walk. But please 
wait a little, just a single minute.’ 
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He saw well that mvimble chains seemed agun to 
have taken possession of her limbs, and, little by little, 
were attaching themselves so strongly to her that very 
soon, perhaps, it would be quite impossible for him to 
draw her away. Yet, if he did not take her from tliere 
at once, if they did not flee together, he thought of tlie 
inevitable contest with his &ther on the morrow, of the 
distressing interview before which he’ had recoiled for 
weeks past. Then he became pressing, and besought 
her most ardently. 

‘Come, dear, the highways are not light at this 
hour ; the carriage will bear ns away in the darkness, 
and we will go on and on, cradled in each other’s arms, 
sleeping as if warmly covered with down, not fearing 
the night’s freshness ; and when the day dawns we will 
continue our route in the sunshine, os we go still fartiicr 
on, until we roach the country where people are always 
happy. No one will know ns there; we will live 
by ourselves, lost in some great garden, having no other 
care than to love each other more deeply than ever at 
the coming of each new day. We shall find flowers as 
large as trees, fruits sweeter than honey. And we will 
live on nothing, for in the midst of this eternal spring, 
dear soul, we will live on our kisses.’ 

She trembled under these bnming words, with which 
he heated her face, and her whole being seemed to be 
faintin g away at the representation of these promised 
joys. 

‘ Oh ! in a few minutes I will be ready ; but wait a 
little longer.’ 

‘ Then, if jonmeying &tigues ns, we will come back 
here. We will rebuild the Chfitean d’Hautecaonr, and 
we will pass the rest of our lives there. That is my 
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ideal dream. If it is necessary, we will spend willingly 
all our fortune tliorein. Once more shall its donjon 
overlook from its height the two valleys. We will 
make our home in the Pavilion d’Honneur, between the 
Tower of David and the Tower of Charlemagne. The 
colossal edifice shall be restored as in the days of its 
primitive power: the galleries, the dwellings, the chapels, 
shall appear in the same barbaric luxury as before. 
And 1 shall wish for us to lead the life of olden times ; 
you a princess and I a prince, surrounded by a large 
company of armed vassals and of pages. Our walls of 
fifteen feet of thickness will isolate us, and we shall be 
as our ancestors were, of whom it is written in the 
liOgetid. When the sun goes down behind the hills 
we will return from hunting, mounted on great white 
]ioi*!5es, greeted respectfully by the peasants as they 
kneel before us. The horn will resound in welcome, 
the drawbridge will be lowered for us. In the even- 
ing, kings will dine at our table. At night, our couch 
will be on a platform surmounted by a canopy like a 
throne. While wo sleep peacefully in purple and gold, 
soft music will be played in the distance.’ 

Quivering with pride and pleasure, she smiled now, 
but soon, overcome by the great suffering that again 
took i^ssession of her, her lips assumed a mournful 
expression and the smile disappeared. As with a 
mechanical movement of her hands she drove away the 
tempting pictures lie called forth, he redoubled his 
ardour, and wislied to make her his by seizing her and 
carrying her away in his arms. 

^ Come, dear. Gome with me. Let us go, and for- 
' get everything but our united happiness.’ 

Disengaging herself brusquely, she escaped him, 
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with an instinctive rebellion, and trying to stand np^ 
JIhis cry came at last from her : 

' No, no I I cannot go. I no longer have the power 
to do BO.’ 

However, again lamenting her fate, still tom by the 
contest in her soul, hesitating and stammering, she 
again turned towards him imploringly. 

* I beg yon to be good and not bony me too much, 
bnt wait awhile. I would so gladly obey you, in order . 
to prove to you my love ; 1 would like above all to go 
away on your arm to that beautiful faraway country, 
where we could live royally in the castle of your dreams. 
It seems to me an easy thing to do, so often have I my> 
self planned our flight. Yet now, what shall I say to 
you? It appears to me quite an impossibility ; it is os 
if a door had suddenly been walled up between ns and 
prevented me fixim going out.’ 

Ho wished to try to fascinate her again, but she 
quieted bim with a movement of her hands. 

‘No; do not say anything more. It is very singular, 
but in proportion os you utter such sweet, such tender 
words, which ought to convince me, fear takes posses' 
sion of mo and chills me to the heart. My God ! What 
is the matter with me ? It is really that which you say 
which drives me from you. If you continue, I can no 
longer listen to yon ; you will obliged to go away. 
Yet wait — wait a litUe longer ! ’ 

She walked veiy slowly about the room, anxiously 
seeking to resume her self-control, while he looked at 
her in despair. 

* I thought to have loved you no longer ; but it was 
certainly only a feeling of pique, since just now, as soan 
as I fimnd you again at my feet, my heart beat rapidly, 
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and my first impulse was to follow you as if I wer6 
your slave. Then, if I love yon, why am I a&aid 
of yon ? What is it that prevents me from leaving 
this room, as if invisible hands were holding me back 
by my whole body, ond even by each hair, my 
head?’ 

She bad stopped near her bed; then she went 
as far as tlie wardrobe, then to the different articles 
of furniture, one. after the other. They all seemed 
united to her person by InvUible ties. Especially the 
walls of the room, the great whiteness of the mansard 
roof, enveloped her with a robe of purify, that die could 
leave behind her only with tears ; and henceforth all 
this would be a port of her being ; the spirit of her snr> 
roundings had entered into her. And she realised this 
fact stronger than ever when she found herself opposite 
ber working-frame, which was resting at the side of the 
table under the lamplight. Hor heart softened as she 
saw the half-made rose, which she would never finish 
.were she to go away in this secret, criminal manner. 
The years of work were brought back to her mind: 
those quiet, happy years, daring which life had been 
one long experience of peace and honesty, so that now 
she rebelled at the thought of committing a fault and 
9 f thus fieeing in the arms of her lover. Each day in 
this little, fresh house of the embroiderers, the active 
and pure life she had led there, away from all worldly 
temptations, hod, as it were, made over all the blood in 
her vans. 

Then Felicien, realising that in some inexplicable 
way Angelique was being reconquered and brought to 
her better self, felt the necessity of hastening their de* 
parture. Be seized her hands and said : 
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'Come, dear. Time passes qnickly. If we wait 
mncli longer it will be too late.’ 

She looked at him an instant, and then in a flash 
realised her tme position. Freeing herself from his 
grasp^'the exclaimed, resolutely and frankly: 

* It is already too late. You con see for yourself 
that I am unable now to follow yon. Once my nature, 
was so proud and passionate that I could have thrown 
my two arms around your neck in order that you might 
cany me away all the more quickly. But now I am no 
longer the some person. I am so changed that I do not 
recognise myself Yes, I realise now that it is this 
quiet comer where I have been brought up, and the 
education that has been given me, that has made me 
what I am at present. Do you then yourself hear 
nothing ? Do you not know that everything in tliis 
chamber calls upon me to stay ? And I do not rebel 
in the least against this demand, for my joy at lost is 
to obey.’ 

Without speaking, without attempting to discus; 
the question with her, he tried to take her hands again, 
and to lead her like an intractable child. Again she 
avoided him and turned slowly toward the window. 

* No, I beseech you to leave me. It is not my hand 
that you wish for, it is my heart ; and also that, of my 
own free will, I shall at once go away with you. But I 
tell you plainly that I do not wish to do so. A while 
ago I thought to have been as eager for flight as you 
are. But sure of my true self now, I know it was only 
the lost rebellion, the agony of the old nature within 
me, thrt has just died. Little ty little, without my 
knowledge, the good traits of my character have been 
drawn tcgether and strongly united: humility,, duty. 
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and renunciation. So at each return of hereditary tend- 
ency to excess, the struggle has been less severe, and 
I have triumphed over temptation more easily. Now, 
at last, eveiythiug assures me that the supreme contest 
has just taken place; that henceforth it is finished for 
over. I have conquered myself, and my nature is freed 
from the evil tendencies it had. Ah I dear Seigneur, I 
love you so much ! Do not let us do the slightest thing 
to mar our happiness. To be happy it is always neces- 
sary to submit.’ 

As he took another step towards her, she was at ihe 
tliresliold of the great window, which was now wide 
open on to tlie balcony. She bad stopped him with a 
Imlf-smilo as she said : 

‘ You would not like to force me to throw myself 
down from here. Listen, and understand me when I 
say to you that everything which surrounds me is on 
my side. I liave already told you that for a long time 
objects themselves have spoken to me. I hear voices in 
nil directions, and never have they been so distinct as 
at this momeut. Hear ! it is the whole Clos-Marie that 
encourages me not to spoil my life and yours by giving 
myself to you without the consent of your father; This 
singing voico is the Chevrotte, so clear and so fresh 
that it seems to have put within me a parity like crystal 
since I have lived so near it. This other voice, like 
that of a crowd, tender and deep, it is that of the entire 
earth—tho grasses, the trees, all the peaceable life of 
this sacred corner which has so constantly worked for 
the good of my soul. 

‘And there are other voioea which come from BtiU 
farther away, from the elms of the garden of 
gttenr^ and from this horiaon of branches, the of 
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irliich intdieets itself in me, and wishes fbr me to be 
victorions. 

‘ Then, again, this great, sovereign voice, it is that 
of "my old friend, the Cathedral, who, eternally awake, 
both day and night, has taught me many important 
things. Each one of the stones in the immense build- 
ing, the little columns in the windows, the bell-towers 
of its piers, the flying buttress^ of its apse, all have a 
murmur which I can distinguish, a language which I 
understand. Listen to what they say : that hope re- 
mains even in death. 'When one is really humble, love 
alone remains and triumphs. And at lost, look I The 
air itself is filled with the whisperings of spirits. See, 
here ore my invisible companions, the virgins, who ore 
ever near me and aid me. Listen, listen ! ’ 

Smiling, she had lifted up her hand with an air of 
the deepest attention, and her whole being was in 
ecstasy from the scattered breathings idie heard, lliey 
were the virgins of the * Qolden Legend ’ that her imagi- 
nation called forth, as in her early diildhood, and whose 
mystic flight came from the old book with its quaint 
pictures, that was placed on the little table. Agnes 
was first, clothed with her beautiful hair, having on her 
finger the ring of betrothal to the Priest Paulin. Then 
all the otiiers came in turn. Barbara with her tower ; 
Genevieve with her sheep; Cecilia with her viol; 
Agat^ with her wounded breast; Elizabeth begging 
on the highways, and Catherine triumphing over the 
learned doctors. She did not forget the miracle that 
made Lucy so heavy that a thousand men and five yoke 
-of could not cany her away: nor the Governor 
who .became blind as he tried to embrace Anastaria. 
Then others who seemed flying through the quiet night, 
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Btill bearing marks of tbe wounds inflicted npon them 
by their cruel martyrdom, and from which rirera of 
milk were flowing instead, of blood. Ah ! to die from 
love like them, to die in the purity of youth at the 'first 
kiss of a beloved one I 

Felicien had approached her. 

< I am the one person who really lives, Angeliqne, 
and yon cannot give me up for mere fancies.’ 

' Dreams ! — fancies ! ’ she murmured. 

* Yes j for if in reality these visions seem to surround 
you, it is simply that you yourself have created them 
all. Gome, dear; no longer put a part of your life 
into objects about you, and they will be quiet.’ 

She gave way to a burst of enthusiastic feeling. 

‘Oh no! Let them speak. Let them call out 
louder still I Tliey are my strength ; they give me the 
coumge to resist you. It is a manifestation of the 
Ktonial Groce, and never has it overpowered me so 
energetically os now. If it is but a dream, a dream 
which I have placed in my surroundings, and which 
comes bock to me at will, what of it ? It saves me, 
it conies me away spotless in the midst of dangers. 
Listen yourself. Yield, and obey like me. I no longer 
have even a wish to follow you,’ 

In spite of her weakness, she made a great effort 
and stood up, resolute and firm. 

‘But you have been deceived,’ he said. ‘Even 
falsehood has been resoiied to in order to separate us t ’ 
‘ Tlie faults of others will not excuse our own.’ 

‘ Ah I You have withdrawn your heart from me^ 
and you love me no longer.’ 

‘ I love you. I oppose you only on aoeouut of our, 
love and for our mutual happiness. Obtain *1** oon^ 
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sent of yoar faiiher ; then come for me, and I will fol- 
low yon no matter where.’ 

’ My father ! Yon do not know him. Gk)d only 
could ever make him yield. Tell me, then, is this 
really to be the end of everything ? If my father orders 
me to many Claire de Voinconrt, must I in that cose 
obey him ? ’ 

At this last blow Angeliqne tottered. Was no tor- 
ture to be spared her? She could not restrain this 
heartbroken cry : 

‘ Oh ! that is too mnch ! My sufierings are greater 
than I can bear. I beseech you go away quickly and 
do not be so cruel. Why did you come at all ? 1 was 
resigned. I had learned to accept the misfortune of 
being no longer loved by you. Yet the moment tliat I 
am reassured of your affection, all my martyrdom re- 
commences ; and how can you expect me to live now ? ' 

Felicien, not aware of the depth of her despair, and 
thinking that she had yielded simply to a momentary 
feeling, repeated his question : 

‘ If my father wishes me to marry her——* 

She struggled heroically against her intense suffer- 
ing; she succeeded in standing np, notwithstanding, 
that her heart was crushed, and dragging herself slowly 
towards the table, as if to moke room for him to pass 
her, she said : 

* Marry her, for it is always necessary to obey.’ 

In his tom he was now before the window, ready to 
take his departure, because she had sent Mm away 
from her. 

‘ But it will make you die if I do so.’ 

She had regained her calmess, and, smiling sadly, 
she replied: 
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< Oh ! that work is nearly done already.’ 

For one moment more he looked at her, so pale, so 
thin, so wan ; light as a feather, to be carried away by 
the faintest breath. Then, with a brusque movement 
of furious resolution, he disappeared in the night. 

When he was no longer there, Angelique, leaning 
against the back of her armchair, stretched her hands 
out in agony towards the darkness, and her frail body 
was shaken by heavy sobs, and cold perspiration came 
out upon her face and neck. 

‘ My God ! * This, then, was the end, and she would 
never see him again. All her weakness and pain had 
come back to her. Her exhausted limbs no longer 
supported her. It was with great diihculty that she 
could regain her bed, upon which she fell helpless, but 
calm in spirit from the assurance that she had done 
right. 

The next morning they found her there, dying. 
The lamp had just gone out of itself,, at the dawn oi 
day, and everything in the chamber was of a triumphal 
whiteness. 
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CHAPTER XVI 
AnaELiQUE was dying. 

It was ten o’clock one cold morning towards the 
end of the winter, the air was sharp, and the clear 
heavens were brightened up by the beautiful sunsliino. 
In her great royal bed, draped with its old, faded, rose- 
coloured chintz, she lay motionless, haring been uncon- 
Bcions daring the whole night. Stretched upon her 
back, her little irory-like hands carelessly thrown upon 
the sheet, she no longer even opened her eyes, and her 
finely-cut profile looked more delicate than ever under 
the golden halo of her hair; in fact, anyone who had 
seen her would have thought her already dead, hod it 
not been for the' slight breathing movement of her 
lips. 

The day before, Angeliqne, realising that she was 
very ill, hod confessed, and partaken of the Communion. 
Towards three o’clock in ^e afternoon the good Abbd 
Comille had brought to her the sacred Viaiwim. Then 
in the evening, as the chill of death gradually crept 
over her, a great desire came to her to receive the 
Extreme Unction, that celestial remedy, instituted for 
the cure of both the soul and body. Before losing 
oonsdousness, her last words, scarcely murmured, were 
understood byHnbertine, as in hesitating sentenocs die 
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^sxpressed her wish for Ihe holy oils. ‘ Yes— ^h yes !— 
ss quickly — os possible — before ifc is too late.’ 

But death advanced. They had waited until day, 
and the Abb6, having been notified, was about to 
come. 

Everything was now ready to receive the clergyman. 
The Huberts had just finished arranging the room. 
Under the gay sunlight, which at this early morning 
hour struck fully upon the window-panes, it looked pure 
os the dawn in the nudity of its great white walls. 
The table had been covered with a fresh damask cloth. 
At the right and the left of the crucifix two large 
wox-tapers were burning in the silver candelabrum 
which had been brought up from the parlour, and there 
were also there the consecrated wafers, the ospei^fes 
brush, a ewer of water with its basin and a napkin, and 
two plates of white porcelain, one of which was filled 
with long bits of cotton, and the other with little comets 
of paper. The greenhouses of the lower town had 
been thoroughly searched, but the only inodorous 
flowers that had been found were the peonies — great 
white peonies, enormous tufts of which adorned the 
table, like a shimmering of white lace. And in the 
midst of this intense whiteness, Augelique, dying, with 
closed eyes, still breathed gently with a half-perceptible 
breath. 

The doctor, who had made his first morning visit, 
had said that she could not live through the day. She 
might, indeed, pass away at any moment, without even 
having come to her senses at all. The Huberts, resolute 
and grave, waited in silent despair. Nothwithstanding 
their grief and tears, it was evidently necessary that 
this should be the end. If they had ever wished for 
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this death, preferring to Idse 'their diiar' child rather 
than to hare her rebellious, it iras evident that Gkid 
also wished it Y^ith them, and now, that in this last 
trying moment the^ were quite powerless, they could 
only submit themselves to the inevitable. They re- 
gretted nothing, although their sorrow seemed greater 
than they could bear. Since she, their darling, had 
been there, suffering from her long illness, they had 
taken the entire cara of her day and night, refusing aU 
aid offered them from outside. They were still there 
alone in this supreme hour, and they waited. 

Hubert, scarcdy knowing what he did, walked 
mechanically to the porcelain stove, the door of which 
he opened, for the gentle roaring of the flaming wood 
sounded to him like a plaintive moon; then there was 
a perfect silence. The peonies seemed even to turd 
paler in the soft heat of the room. 

Hubertine, stron^r than her husband, and still 
fully conscious of all she did, listened to the sounds of 
the Cathedral as they came to her from behind the 
walls. Daring the post moment the old stones had 
vibrated from the swinging of the bell of the great 
tower. It must certainly be the Abb4 Comille leaving 
the church with the sacred oils, she thought ; so she 
went downstairs, that she might receive him at the 
door of the house. 

Two minutes later, the narrow stairway of the little 
tower was filled with a great murmuring sound. 'Dien 
in thfr worm chamber, Hubert, struck with astonish- 
ment, suddenly began to tremble, whilst a rolipons fear, 
miiiglad with a faint hope, made him fidl upon his 
■ knees. Lutead of the old clergyman whom they had 
expected, it was Monseignenr who entered. Tea! 

* 
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Mooseignetir, lace surplice, having the violet stole^ 
and carrying the silver vessel in which was the cul 
for the sick, which he himself had blessed on Holy 
Thursday. His eagle-like eyes were fixed, as he looked 
straight before him ; his beautiful pale face was redSl^ 
majestic under the thick, curly masses of his white 
hair. Behind him walked the Abb6 Comille, like a 
simple clerk, carrying in one hand a crucifix, and under 
the other arm a book of ritual service. 

Standing for a moment upon the threshold, the 
Bishop said in a deep, grave voice : 

‘ Pa* A«ic damuV * 

‘ Et omnibm habitantiJnti in ea* * replied the priest 
in a lower tone. 

When they had entered, Enbertine, who had come 
up the stairs after them, she also trembling from sur- 
prise and emotion, went and knelt by the side of her 
husband. Both of them prostrated themselves most 
humbly, and prayed fervently from the depths of their 
sbuls. 

A 'few hours after his last visit to Angelique, Fdicion 
hod had the terrible and dreaded e3q)lanation with his 
Ihther. Early in the morning of that some day he had 
forced open the doors, he had penetrated even into the 
Oratory, where the Bishop was still at prayer, after one 
of those nights of frightful struggling against the 
memories of the post, which would so constantly re- 
appear before him. In the soul of this hitherto always 
respectful son, until now kept submissive fiMir, 
rebellion against authority, so long a time stifled, 
si'ddenly broke fi>rth, and tiie oollisimi of thesa.t^ 

* 'Feaoa be to this hooie.* 

*' And to all the inhabitants thenot.’ 
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'1060 of the same blood, with natorea e^muly prompt to 
violenoe, was intense. The old man had left his de- 
rotional chur, and with cheeks givwing porple by 
^grees, he listened silently os he stood there in his 
^^d obstinacy. The young man, with face eqa^ly- 
inflamed, poured out everything that was in bis heart, 
speaking in a voice that little by little grew louder and 
rebuking. He said that Angelique was not only ill, 
but dying. He told him that in a pressing moment of 
temptation, overcome by his deep affection, he had 
wished to take her away with him that they might flee 
together, and that she, with the submissive humility of 
a saint, and chaste as a lily, had refused to accompany 
him. Would it not be a most abominable murder to 
allow this obedient young girl to die, because she had 
been unwilling to accept him unless when offered to 
her by the hand of his fhther ? She loved him so sin- 
cerely that she could die for him. In fact, she could 
have had him, with his name and bis fortune, but she 
had said ‘ No,’ and, triumphant over her feelings, she 
had struggled with herself in order to do her duty. 
Now, after such a proof of her goodness, could he per- 
mit her to suffer so much grief? Like her, he would 
bo willing to g^ve up everything, to die even, if it 
might be, and he realised that he was cowardly. He 
deqiised himself for not being at her side, that they 
might pass out of life together, by the same breath. 
Was it posable that anyone could be so cruel os to wish 
to torment them, that they should both have so sad a 
death, when one word, one simple word, would secure 
them snoh bliss ? Ah! the pride of name, the g^ocy of 
wealth, persistence in one’s determination: all these 
were nothing in comparison to the feet that by the 

t2 
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ti&ioii of two hearts the eternal happiness of two htunan 
hei^gs was assured. He joined his hands together, he 
twisted them feverishly, quite beside himself as he 
demanded his Other’s consent, still supplicating, already 
almost threatening. But the Bishop, with face dee^y 
flushed by the mounting of his blood, with swollen lips, 
with Aftwiing eyes, terrible in his unexpressed anger, at 
last opened his mouth, only to reply by this word of 
parent authority : * Never ! ’ 

Then Felicien, absolutely raving in his rebellion, 
lost all control over himself. 

He spoke of his mother, he really threatened his 
father by the remembrance of the dead. It was die 
who had come back again in the shape of her son to 
vindicate and reclaim the right of affection. Could it 
be that his father had never loved her ? Had he even 
rejoiced in her death, since he showed himself so harsh 
towards those who loved each other, and who wished to 
live ? But he might well do all he could to become 
cold in the renunciations demanded l^the Church ; she 
would come back to haunt and to torture him, because 
he was willing to torture the child they had had, the 
living witness of their affection for ea^ other. She 
would idways be there, so long as their son lived. She 
wished to reappear in the children of their child for ever. 
And he was causing her to die over again, by refusiog 
to her son the betrothed of his chdoe, the one through 
whom the race was to be continiled. When a man had 
once been married to a woman, he should never think of 
wedding the Church. Face to &ce with his fether, who, 
niotionless, appeared in his fearful sOenoe to grow 
taller and taller, he uttered unfilial, almost murderous 
words. Then, shocked ot himself he rudied away. 
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^laddering at the ertent to which passion had carried 
him. ‘ 

When once more alone, Monseignenr, as if stabbed 
in the foil breast a sharp weapon, turned back npob 
himself and struggled deeply with his soul, as he knelt 
upon his prie-Dien. A half-rattling sound came from 
his throat. Oh! these frightful heart contests, these 
invincible weaknesses of the flesh. This woman, and 
his beloved dead, who was constantly coming back to 
life, he adored her now, as he did the first evening when 
he kissed her white feet ; and this son, he idolised him 
os belonging to her, as a part of her life, which she had 
left to him. And even the young girl, the. little work« 
ing girl whom he had repulsed, he loved her also with 
a tenderness like that- of his son for her. Now his 
nights were inexpressibly agitated by all three. With> 
out his having been willing to acknowledge it, had she 
then touched him so deeply as he saw her in the great 
Cathedral, this little embroiderer, with her golden hair, 
her fresh pure neck, in all the perfume of her youth ? 
He saw her again ; she passed Wore him, so delicate, 
so pure in her victorious submission. No remorse could 
have come to him with a step more certain or more 
conquering. He might reject her with a loud voice. 
He knew wdl that henceforth she held him strongly by 
the heart with her humble hands that bore the signs of 
work. Whilst Felicien was so violently beseeching him, 
he seemed to see them both behind the blonde head of 
the petitioner— these two idolised women, the one for 
whmn his son prayed, and the one who had died for her 
child. They were there in all their physical beauty, « 
in all their loving devotion, and he could not tdl where 
he had found strength to resist, so entirely did hie 
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whole being go out towards them. Overoome, sobbing,' 
not knowing how' he could again become calm, he 
demanded from Heaven the courage to tear out his 
heart, since this heart belonged no longer to Qod 
alone. 

Until evening Monseigneur continued at prayer. 
'When ho at last reappeared he was white as wax, dis- 
tressed, anxious, but still resolute. He could do nothing 
more, but he repeated to his son the terrible word — 
‘Never!’ It was God alone who had the right to 
relieve him from his promise; and God, although im- 
plored, gave him no sign of change. It was necessaiy 
to sufl&r. « 

Some days had passed. Felicien constantly wan- 
dered round the little house, wild with grief, eager for 
news. Each time that he saw anyone come out he 
almost fainted from fear. Thus it happened that on the 
morning when Hubertine ran to the chundi to ask for 
the sacred oils, he learned that Angelique could not live 
through the day. The Abb6 Comille was not at the 
Sacristy, and he rushed about the town to find him, still 
having a last hope that through the intervention of the 
good man some Divine aid might come. Then, as he 
brought book with him the sought-for clergyman, his 
hope left him, and he had a frightful attack of doubt and 
anger. What should he do ? In what way could he 
force Heaven to come to his assistance? He went 
away, hastened to the Bishop’s palace, the doors of 
which he agaiii forced open, and before his incoherent 
words his father was for a moment frightened. At latt 
he understood. Angelique was dying! She awaited 
the Extreme Unction, and nowCtod alone could save hw. 
The ytrang'man had only come to cry out all 
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to l»eak all relations witli this omel, unnatural fotlier, 
and to accuse liim to lus face of willingly allowing this 
death. ’ But Monseigneur listened to him without angOr : 
upright and very serious, his eyes suddenly brightened 
with a strange clearness, as if an inner voice had spoken 
to him. Motioning to his son to lead the way, he fol- 
lowed him, simply saying at lost : 

‘ If Qod wishes it, 1 also wish it.' 

Felicien trembled so that he could scarcely move. 
His father consented, freed from his personal vow, to 
submit himself to the goodwill of the boxied-for miracle. 
Henceforth they, as individuals, counted for nothing. 
God must act for himself. Tears blinded him. Whilst 
in the Sacristy Monseigneur took the sacred oils from 
the hands of the Ablxi Comille. Ho accompanied them, 
almost staggering ; he did not dare to enter into the 
chamber, but fell upon bis knees at the threshold of the 
door, which was open wide. 

The voice of the Bishop was firm, os ho said : 

‘ Pax hvie domui,’ 

omnibiu habitantibug in ea,’ the priest replied. 

Monseigneur had just placed on the white table* 
between the two wax-candles, the sacred oils, making 
in the air the sign of the cross, with the silver voso. 
Then he took from the hands of the Abbti the crucifix, 
and approached the sufferer that he might make her kiss 
it. ' But Angelique was still unconscious : her eyes were 
closed, her month shot, her hands rigid, and looking 
like the little stiff figures of stone placed npon tombs. . 
He examined her for a moment, and, seeing by the 
slight movement <ff her diest that she was not dead, he 
planed np(m her lips the crucifix. He waited. His 
iOwe preserved the majesty of a minister of penitence, 
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and no signs of emotion were visible when he realised 
that not even a quivering had passed over the exquisite 
profile of the yonng giri, nor in her beantifnl hair. She 
still lived, however, and that was snfiicient for the re> 
demption of her sins. 

The Abb6 then gave to Monseignenr the vessel of 
holy water and the asperges brush, and while he held 
open before him the ritual book, he threw the holy 
water upon the dying girl, as he read the Latin words, 
A»pvrgea me, Lomme, hyaeo/po et imndabor : Uwabia me, 
et auper nivem dealbahor,^ 

The drops sprang forth in every direction, and the 
whole bed was refreshed ly them os if sprinkled with 
dew. It rained upon her hands and upon her cheeks ; 
but one by one the drops rolled away as if from insen- 
sible marble. At last the Bishop turned towards the 
assistants and sprinkled them in their turn. Hubert 
and Hubertine, kneeling side by side, in the full union 
of their perfect faith, bent humbly under the shower of 
this benediction. Then Monseigneur blessed also the 
chamber, the furniture, the white walls in all their bare 
purity, and as he passed near the door he found himself 
before his son, who had fallen down on the threshold, 
and was sobbing violently, having covered his face with 
his burning hands. With a slow movement, he raised 
three times the asperges brush, and he purified him 
with a gentle rain. This holy water, spread everywhere, 
was intended at first to drive away all evil spirits, who 
were flying by crowds, although inviuble. Just at this 
moment a pale ray of the winter sun passed over the 

' 'Thoaihalt sprinkle me with hyiw^ and I shall twc3«aa:tliM 
dmlt wash me, and I shall be wUter than snow.’ 
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bed, and a multitude of atoms, light specks of dust, 
seemed to be living therein. They were innumerable 
as they came down from an angle of the window, as 
if to bathe with their warmth the cold bands of the 
dying. 

Going again towards the table. Monseigneur re- 
peated the prayer, ‘ Exaudi nos’ ^ 

He made no haste. It was true that death was 
there, hovering near the old, faded chintz curtains, but 
he knew that it was patient, and that it would wait. 
And although in her state of utter prostration the child 
could not hear him, he addressed her os he asked her : 

‘Is there nothing upon your conscience which dis- 
tresses yon? Confess all your doubts and fears, my 
daughter; relieve your mind.’ 

She was still in the same position, and she was 
always silent. When, in vain, he had given timo for a 
reply, he commenced the exhortation with the somo full 
voice, without appearing to notice that none of his 
words reached her ear. 

‘ Collect your thoughts, meditate, demand from the 
depths of your soul pardon from God. The Sacrament 
will purify you, and will strengthen you anew. Your 
eyes will become dear, your ears chaste, your nostrils 
fresh, your mouth pure, your hands innocent.’ 

With eyes fixed upon her, ho continued reading to 
the end all that was necessary for him to shy ; while 
she scarcely breathed, nor did one of her closed eyelids 
move. Then he said : 

* Becite the Creed.’ 

After having waited awhile, he repeated it himself: 


* 'Qlveeutoas.' 
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* Oredo in unum Dewn, Patrem omnipotentemJ ^ 

‘ Atnen * replied the AbM Comille. 

All this time the heavy sobbing of Felicten was 
heard, as upon the landing-place he wept in the ener- 
vation of lioiie. Hubert and Hnbertine still prayed 
fervently, with the same ansiious waiting and desire, 
as if they had felt descend upon them all the invisible 
powers of the Unknown. A change now came in the 
service, from the murmur of half-spoken prayers. Then 
the litanies of the ritual were unfolded, the invocation 
to all the Saints, the flight of the Kyrio Eleison, calling 
Heaven to the aid of miserable-humanity, mounting each 
time with great outbursts, like the fume of incense. 

Then the voices suddenly fell, and tliere was a deep 
silence, Monseignenr washed his fingers in the few 
drops of water that the Abb6 poured out from the ewer. 
At length he took the vessel of sacred oil, opened the 
cover thereof, and placed himself before the bed. It 
was the solemn approach of the Sacrament of this last 
religious ceremony, by the efiicacy of which are e&ced 
all mortal or venial sins not pardoned, which rest in the 
soul after having received the other sacraments, old 
remains of forgotten sins, sins committed unwitting^, 
sins of languor which prevented one from being firmly- 
re-established in the grace of God. The pure white 
chamber seemed to be like the individuals collected 
therein, motionless, and in a state of surprise and ex- 
pectation. Where could all these sins be found ? They 
must certainly come from outside in this great band of 
sun’s rays, filled with dancing specks of dust, which 
appejEured to bring germs of life even to this great royal 

' * 1 beUm ta one God, the Father Almighty.* 
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couoh| 80 white and cold from the coming of death to a 
pure young maiden. 

Monseignenr meditated a moment, fixing his looks 
again upon Angelique, assuring himself that the slight 
breath had not ceased, struggling against all human 
emotion, as he saw how thin she was, with the beauty 
of an archangel, already immaterial. His voice retained 
the authority of a divine disinterestedness, and his 
thumb did not tremble when he dipped it into tho 
sacred oils as he commenced the unctions on tho five 
parts of the body whore dwell the senses ; the five 
windows by which evil enters into the soul. 

First upon the eyes, upon the closed oyolids, tho 
right and then tho left ; and slowly, lightly, ho traced 
with his thumb the sign of tho Cross. 

i&iam sanctum undioncfm^ et suam pimiimm 
rmericordiam^ indxilgeat Obi Dominns qui&juid per visum 
deliquisti* ^ 

And the sins of the sight were redeemed ; lascivious 
looks, immodest curiosity, the pride of spectacles, un- 
wholesome readings, tears shed for guilty troubles. 

And she, dear child, knew no other book than the 
* Golden Legend,’ no other horizon than the apse of tho 
Cathedral, which hid from view all tho rest of the world. 
She had wept only in the struggle of obedience and tho 
renunciiation of passion. 

The Abb6 Cornille wiped both her eyes with a bit 
of cotton, which he afterwards put into one of the little 
oprneta of paper. 

* By this holy anointing and Ills gneions mercy, the Lord foiglvo 
whatever sins thou hast committed through seeing' [This fonhnla 
Is repeated with reference to the other senses-^hcaring, smeU, taste 
and touch.] 
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Then Monseignenr anointed the ears, with theur lobes 
03 ddicate and transparent as pearl, first the right ear, 
afterwards the left, scarcely moistened with the sign of 
the cross. 

'Per istam tandem unetimem, et mm pUtrimem 
miserieordiem, vndidgeat tUn Jhmwut guidqmd per 
ttudiium deUquitti * ' 

So all the abominations of hearing were atoned for: 
nil the words and music which corrupt, the slanders, 
the calumnies, the blasphemies, the sinful propositions 
listened to with complacency, the falsehoods of lore 
which aided the forgetfulness of duty, the profane 
songs which excited the senses, the violins of the 
orchestra which, as it were, wept voluptuously under 
the brilliant lights. 

She in her isolated life, like that of a cloistered nun 
— riie had never even heard the free gossip of the 
neighbours, or the oath of the carman as he whips his 
horses. The only music that had ever entered her ears 
was that of the sacred hymns, the rumblings of the 
organs, the confused murmurings of prayers, with which 
at times vibrated all this fresh little bouse, so close to 
the side of the great church. 

The Abb6, after having dried the ears with cottim, 
put that bit also into one of the white comets. 

Monseignenr now passed to the nostrils, the right 
and then the left, like two petals of a white rose, whirii 
he purified by .touching them with the sacred oil and 
making on them the sign of the cross. 

'Per ittan landqm uneUonem, et mem piuiimam 
mi^t/ieordiamf ■ indulffeat tibi Romimu ^mdjuid per 
edorahm ddiquitH,' * 
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And the sense of smell retained to its primitiTe 
iipiocence, cleansed from pU stain: not only from the 
carnal disgrace of perfumes, from the sMaction of flowers 
with breath too sweet, irom the scattered fragrances of 
the air which pat the soul to sleep ; but yet again from 
the fiialts of the interior sense, the bad examples given 
to others, and the contagions pestilence of scandal. 
Erect and pare, she had at lost become a lily among 
the lilies, a great lily whose perfume fortified the weak 
and delighted the strong. In fact, she was so truly 
delicate that site could never endure the powerful 
odour of carnations, the musk of lilacs, the fevmish 
sweetness of hyacinths, and was only at ease with the 
scentless blossoms, like the marguerites and the peri- 
winkles. 

Onco more the Abbd, with tho cotton, dried the 
anointed parts, and slipped the little tuft into anotlier 
of the comets. 

Then Monseignenr, descending to the closed mouth, 
through which the faint breath was now scarcely 
perceptible, made upon the lower lip the sign of the 
cross. 

‘Per Utarn tancUm unetvmwm^ et tuam pimmam 
naterieordiem, iruMgeat Ubi Dominus quidquid per 
giuhm deUqvMli' * 

This time it was the pardon for the base gratifica- 
tions of tastb, greediness, too great a desire for wine, or 
for sweets ; but especially the forgiveness for sins of the 
tongue, that universally guilty member, the provoker, 
the poisoner, the inventor of quarrels, the inciter to 
wars, which makes one utter words of error and false- 
hood which at length obscure even the heavens. Yet 
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her whole i^onbh was only a chalice of jnnocence. 
She had never had the vice of gluttony, for "she had 
taught herself, like Elizabeth, to eat whatever*'^'^ 
set before her, without paying great attention to her 
food. And if it were true that she lived in error, it 
was the fault of her dream which had placed her there, 
the hope of a beyond, the consolation of what was 
invisible, and all the world of enchantment which 
her ignorance had created and which had made of 
her a saint. 

The Abb6 having dried the li{)s, folded the bit of 
cotton in the fourth white cornet. 

At last Monseigneur anointed first the right and 
then the left palms of the two little ivory-like hands, 
lying open upon the sheet, and cleansed them from their 
sins with the sign of the cross. 

‘ Per iitam sanctxm unctionem, et suam pimimam 
fimericordiam, iivdulgeoJt tiU Bmhm quidguid per 
tuctUm deliquisti* 

And the whole body was purified, being washed 
from its last spots — those of the touch the most re- 
pugnant of all. Pilfering, fighting, murder, without 
counting other sins of the breast, the body, and the feet, 
which were also redeemed by this unction. All which 
burns in the flesh, our anger, our desires, our unruled 
passions, the snares and. pitfalls into whi(^ we run, and 
all forbidden joys by which we are temptedi Since die 
had been there, dying from her victory over herself, she 
had conquered her few failings, her pride and her 
passion, as if she had inherited original sin simply for 
the glory pf triumphing over it. She knew not, even^ 
that she had had other wishes, that love had drawn her 
towards disobedience, so armed was slm with the breast* 
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plate of igporance of evil, so pare and wldte was her 
Boal, ” , 

'"’^e Abb6 wiped the little motionless hands, &nd 
patting the last paff of cottou in the remaining oomet, 
he threw the. five papers into the fire at the back of the 
stove, ■ . " 

The ceremony was finbhed. Monseignear washed 
his fingers before saying the final prayer. He had'^w 
only to again exhort the dying, in placing in her hand 
the symbolic taper, to drive away the demons, and to 
show that slie had jolt recovered her baptismal inno- 
cence. But she remainefl rigid, her eyes closed, her 
mouth shut as if dead. The holy oUa had purified her 
body, the signs of the cross hod left their traces on the 
five windows of the soul, without making the slightest 
wave of colour, or of life, mount to her cheeks. 

Although implored and hoped for, the prodigy did 
not appear, and the room wos silent and anxious;. 
Hubert and Hubertine, still kneeling side by side, no ■ 
longsr prayed, but, with their eyes fixed upon tlieir 
darling, gazed so earnestly that they both seemed 
motionless for ever, like the figures of the donaiairea 
who await the Resurrection in a comer of an old painted 
glass window. Felicien had drawn himself up on his 
knees and was now at the door, liaving ceased from 
sobbing, as with head erect be also might see if God 
wduld always remain deaf to their prayers. Was it 
then a mere lure? would not this holy Sacrament bring 
her back to life ? 

Bbr the lost time Monseignear approached the bed, 
followed'by the Abb4 Coroille, who held, already lighted, 
tile wax-taper which was to be placed in the hand 
of the young giri. '' And the Bishop, not willing to 
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acknowledge the state 6f aaconsciousnesa in which B|e 
remained, determining to go even to the end mthe rite,' 
that Gk)d might have time in which to work, prononnced 
the formula 

*Amfe kmpadem ardeitUeTiHf eiutodi wieHpnem humn^ 
ut earn Dommua ad judiccmdtm ]pos^ oeeurrere 

ei cum ommlms Bandit et vivas in saeeula taeeukrvm! ^ 

* Amen ’ replied the Abhd. 

Bnt when they endOavoured^^to open Angeliqne’s 
hand and to press it round the tapier, the hand, power- 
less, as if already dead, escaped them and fell bock upon 
her breast. 

iDhen, little by little. Monseigneur yielded to a great 
nervous trembling. It was the emotion which, for a 
long time restrained, now broke out within him, carry- 
ing away with it the last rigidity of priesthood. He 
dearly loved her, this child, from the day when she had 
come to sob at his feet, so innocent, and showing so 
plainly the pure freshness of her youth. Since then, 
in his nights of distress, he had contended chied*’’ 
against her, to defend himself from the overwhdmint’ 
tenderness with which she inspired him. At this 
moment she was worthy of pity, with this pallor of 
death, with an ethereal beauty which showed, however, 
BO deep a suffering that he could not look at her 
without his heart being secretly overwhelmed with 
distress. 

; He could no longer control himself. His eyelids 
were swollen by the great tears which at last rolled 
down his cheeks. She must not die in this way : he 

' 'Beodve this light, and Veep the naotion thon hast raosivad, 
that when the Lord shall come to judgaieiit thap mayest meet Him 
vrith all His saints, and live with Him for'eirar and ever.' 
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conqaered her filiaclSiig o&aniui- even in 
death, and all his paternal feelings Went ont towards 
her. ■ . ^ 

Then Monseignenr, recalling td mind the yiumerohs 
mirades of his race^ the poirer whidi had been given 
them by iEteaven tot heal, tbonght that donbtlesa Ood 
awaited his consent as a &ther. He invoked Saint 
Agnes, before whom all his ancestors had offered np 
their devotions, and as Jean Y. d’Hantecocnr prayed at 
the bedside of those smitten by the plague and kisaed 
them, so now he prayed and kissed Angdiqne npon her 
lips. 

‘ If God wishes, 1 also wish it.' 

Immediately Angeliqne opened her eyelids. She 
looked at the Bishop without surprise as she awoko 
-.rom her long trance, and, her lips still warm from the 
kus, smiled npon him. These things were not strange 
to her, for they certunly must have been realised sooner 
qr later, and it might be that she was coming ont of 
We dream only to have another still ; but it seemed 
to her perfectly natural that Monseignenr should 
have come to betroth her to Feliden, since the hour 
for that ceremony had arrived. In a few minutes, 
unaided, she sat up in the middle of her great royal 
bed. 

The Bishq), radiant^ showing by his ex p r a an o n his 
dear appreciation of the remarWtUo prodi^, repeated 
the fonanla: — 

* Aee^ hnnpeMfomanlsnfoii^oiw^ undionem t/uam^ 
«< cum Domhm ad judieandum vmnitf jwssts ooeitr- 
rtn ei- am mmJm sondis et viva$ in taeada soeeit- 
forum.' 

. * Amen ' replied the Abbf. 

V 
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Angelique had taken the lighted taper, and held it 
np with a firm hand. Life had come back to her, li)ce 
the flame of the candle, whiqb was burning clear and 
bright, driving away the spirits of the night. 

A great cry resounded through the room. Felicien 
was standing up, as if rais^ by the power of the 
miracle, while the Huberts, overwhelmed by the same 
feeling, remained upon their knees, with wonder-stricken 
eyes, with delighted countenances, before that which 
they had seen. The bed had appeared to them en- 
veloped with a brilliant light; white masses seemed 
still to be mounting up on the rays of the sunlight, and 
the great walls, the whole room in fact,' kept a white 
lustre, as that of snow. 

In the midst of all, Angelique, like a refreshed lily, 
replaced upon its branch, appeared in the clear light. 
Her fine golden hair was like a halo of glory around her 
head, her violet-coloured eyes ehone divinely, and her 
pure face beamed with a living splendour. ^ 

Felicien, seeing that she was saved, touched by the 
Divine grace that Heaven had vouchsafed them, ap- 
proached her, and knelt by the mde of the bed. 

‘ Ah ! dear soul, you recognise us now, and you will 
live. I am yours. My father wishes it to be so, since 
Qod has desired it.’ 

She bowed her head, smiling sweetly as she said, 

* Oh 1 I knew it must be so, and.waited for it. Allthat^ 
1 have foreseen will come to pass.’ 

Monseigneur, who had i^ained his usual proud 
rorenify, placed the craoifiz once more on her Ups, and 
this time she kissed it as a submissive servant, ^en, 
with a full movement of his hands^ through the xooi% 
above the heads of all present, theffislfop gave the final 
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benediction^ while the Huberts and the Abb6 Cornille 
wept. 

Felicien had taken one of the little hands of Angel- 
ique, while in the other little hand the taper of 
innocence burned bright and cl6ar. 
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CHAPTER XVn 

The marriage was fixed for the early part of March. 
But Angelique remained very feeble^ notwithstanding 
the joy which radiated from her whole person. She 
had wished after the first week of her convalescence to 
go down to the work-room, persisting in her determinate 
tion to finish the panel of embroidery in ba&-relief 
which was to be used for the Bishop’s chair. 

* It would be/ she said cheerfully, ‘ her last, best 
piece of work; and besides, no one ever leaves,’ she 
added, ‘ an order only half-completed.’ 

Tlien, exhausted by the efibit, she was again forced 
to keep her chamber. She lived there, happy and 
smiling, ^thout regaining the full health of former 
times, always white and immaterial as the sacred sacra- 
mental oils; going and coming with a gentle step like 
that of a vision, and after having occasionally made the 
exertion of wsdking as far as from her table to the win- 
dow, finding herself obliged to rest quietly for hours 
and give herself up to her sweet thoughts. At length 
they deferred the .wedding-day, thinking it better to 
wait for her complete recovery, which must certainly 
come if she were well nursed and eared fiir. ^ 

Every afternoon Felicien went up to see her. Hu- ' 
bertond Hubertinewere there, they passed together 




An;^fiquc ntttaintd very fieble. 
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most delightful hours, during which they continually 
made and re>i]^ade the same bright projects. Seated in 
hor great chair she laughed gaily, seemed trembling 
with’ life an^ vivacity, as she was the first to talk of the 
days which would bo so well filled when together they 
could take long journeys ; and of all the unknown jo3rs 
that would come to them after they had restored the old 
Ch&teau d’llautecaiur. Anyone, to have seen her 
then, would have considered her saved and regaining 
her strength in the backward spring, the air of whicli, 
growing warmer and warmer daily, entered by the 
open window. In fact, she never fell back into the 
deep gravities of her dreams, except when she was 
entirely alone and was not afraid of being seen. In 
the night, voices still appeared to be near her: then it 
seemed as if the earth wore calling to her ; and at last 
the truth wa^ clearly revealed to her, so that she fully 
understood that the miracle was being continued only 
for the realisation ef her dream. Was she not already 
d(^, ha ving simply the appearance of living, thanks to 
tHs:' res]^ "v^ich had b^n granted her from Divine 
Grace ? This idea soothed her with deep gentleness in 
her hours of solitude, and she did not feel a moment’s 
regret at the thought of being called away from life in 
the midst of her happiness, so certain was she of always 
realising to its fullest extent her anticipated joy. The 
cheerfulness she hod hitherto shown became simply a 
little more serious ; she abandoned herself to it quietly, 
fo^tting her physical weakness as she indulged in the 
pure delights of fiuu^. It was only when she heard 
the Huberts tqien the door, or when Felicimi come to 
see her, that she was able to sit upright, to luring her 
thoufi^tB bock to her surroundings, and to appear as if 
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she wore regaining hor health, langhing pleasantly 
while she talked of their years of happy hone^eeping 
far away, in the days to come. Z 

Towards the end of March Angelique grew very 
restless and much weaker. Twice, when by herself, 
she had long fainting fits. One morning she fdl at the 
foot of her bedf just as Hubert was bringing her up a . 
cup of mUk ; by a great effort of will she conquered 
herself, and, that she might deceive him, she remained 
on the floor and smiled, as she pretended to be looking 
for a needle that had been dropped. The following day 
she was gayer than usual, and proposed hastening the 
marriage, suggesting that at all ev^ts it should not be 
put off any later than the middle of April. All the 
others exclaimed at this idea, asking if it would not be 
advisable to wait awhile, since she was still so delicate. 
There was no need of being in such a hurry. She, 
however, seemed feverishly nervous, and insisted that 
the ceremony should take place immediat.ely — ^yes, as 
soon aapoadble. Haberdne, surprised uie'reqr||st,. 
having a suspicion as to the true motive of this ea^» 
n^, looked at her earnestly for a moment, and turned 
very pole os she reoliaed how alight was the cold breath 
which still attached her daughter to life. Thp dear 
invalid had already grown calm, in her tender need of 
consoling others and keeping them under on fllusion,^ 
although she knew personally that her qgee was hope- 
less. Hubeiii and Feliden, in contUHiuil ad<iratioD 
brfote* their idol, had neither Seen felt ai^thing 
nnuBUtd. Ihen Angdique, exerGmgl^heisdf almost' 
anpematuially, rose up, and was wore -dusming than 
ever, aa she slowly mov^ back and forth witii tl^ light 
step of fomer days. She coatinued to speak of her 
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wish, laying if it were granted she wonid be bo hapi^, 
and that after the wedding she would certainly to 
c^d. Moreover, the question should to left to Mon- 
seigneur; he alone stonld decide it. That same even- 
ing, when the Bishop was there, she explained her 
desire to him, fixing her eyes on his, regarding him 
steadily and beseechingly, and speaking in her sweet, 
earnest voice, under which there was hidden an ardent 
supplication, unexpressed in words. Mbnseigneur real- 
ised it, and understood the truth, and he appointed a 
day in the middle of April for the ceremony. 

Then they lived in great commotion from the neces- 
sary bustle attendant upon the preparations for the 
marriage. Notwithstanding his official position as 
guardian, Hubert was obliged to ask permission, or 
rather the consent of the Director of Public Assistance, 
who always represented the family council, Angdique 
nut yet being of age; and Monmenr Grandsire, the 
Justice of ths^Peaoe, was cluuged with all legal detaHa, 
iq^rderto' avbid os much as possible the poii^al side of 
the position to the young giii and to Felicien. But tho 
dear child, realising. that something was being kept 
back, asked one day to have tor little book brought op- 
to her, wishing to put it herself into tiie hands of her 
betrothed. She was now, and would henceforth remain, 
.in a state of such sincere humility that she wished him 
to know tht^ughly from what a low position he had 
drawn her, devote her to the glory of his well- 
[honoured name' and, Jda great fortune. These were her 
paidkiueiits, hm^,j^es to nobility ; her position was ex- 
jdained by ^ ^dal document, this entry on tho 
qfdendor ' whm there was only a date fi)11owed by a 
number. ^ turned over all the leavea opee teatef 
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then'^ve it to him without bemg confosed, happy in 
thitilnTig that in hei^f she was nothing, but that she 
owed everything to him. 8o deeply touched was he by 
this act, that hO hnelt down, kissed her hands while 
tears came to his eyes, as if it were she who had made 
him the one gift, the royal gift of her heart. ■ 

. ^or two weeks the preparations occupied all Beau- 
mont, both the upper and the lower town being in a 
state of great emtement the^refrom. It was said that 
twenty working-girls were engaged day and night upon 
the trousseau. The weddingdress alone required three 
persons to make it, and thero was to be a eorhdUef or 
present from the bridegroom, to the value of a million 
of francs: a fititfering of laces, tX velvets, of silks and 
satins, a flood of precious stones— diamonds worthy a 
Queen. But that which excited the people more than 
all else was the great amount given in charify, the 
bride having wished to distribute to the poor as much 
as she had received herself. So anothee^jx^liiii was 
diowered down upon the country in a raurof gold. At 
length she was able to gratify AU her- old longibgs of 
b^volenee, tdl tiie prodigalities of her mask exagge- 
rated dreams, as with open hands she Jet- ftlbupon the 
wretched and needy a stream of. riches, aa overflow of 
comforts. In her little abite, bate chamber, confined 
to het'old armchair, she laughed'With driight when the'' 
Abbs 6oilfllle- Inonght to her tiie lfst-.<^ the distijl^y 
tions hflchad made. VGive mcmt Give jnore lf^^il^'^ 
cried, as it setimed tober as if nOt enough weMr^UlM^ ; 
She Would, in reriity, have liked to lave seen tJiiyiibrdl 
Mttearb seated f<W ever at a table before i^'ptineriy/ 
bOiupieti; the Chouteaux livirig in palatial hsnry 
maw ‘Ghbet cured .of ))eee rhm^tism, and ; 
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of money to have renewed her youth. AafortheLem- 
balleuse, the mother and daughters, she absolutely 
wished to load them with silk dresses ai^^d jewellery. 
The hail of golden pieces redoubled ov6r the town as in 
fairy-tales, far beyond the daily necessities, as if merely 
for the beauty and joy of seeing the triumphal golden 
gloiy, thrown from full hands, falling into the street 
and glittering in the great sunlight of charity. 

At last, on the eve of the happy day, everything 
wus in readiness. Felicien had bought a large house 
on the Rue Magloire, at the back of the Bishop’s palacc> 
which had been fitt^ up aiid furnished most luxuri- 
ously. There were great rooms hung with admirable 
tapestries, filled with the most beautiful articles imagin- 
able; a salon in old, rare pieces of hand embroideiy; a 
boudoir in blue, soft as the early morning sky; and 
a sleeping-room, which was particularly attractive*, a. 
perfect little comer of white silk and lace — nothing, in 
short, iijiut ..white, aiiy, and light — an exquisite shim- 
merinj^ of gurity. But Angelique had constantly 
refused to go to see all these wonderful things, although 
a carriagiS'Was always ready to convey her there. She 
listened to tbe recital ofthat which^had been done with 
an enchfimted smile; but she^ gave no orders, and did not 
appear to wish to occupy herself with any of the arrangs- 
inents. * No, ho/ she said, Ibr all these tihngs seemed 
away in 4he unknown of that vast world of which* 

Since those who loved ^ 

. spared for her to tendm*!/ this happiness, she 

partake thereof, and to enter thefein like a 
pttecess '^coming from CK>me diimerseal country, who 
kingdom where she is to reign 
in the ihime way^sbe to know ^ 
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except by Hearsay, of the which also was wait- 

ing for her — superb gift from her betrothed, the 
wedding outfit of fine linen, embroidered with her ci- 
pher as marchioness, the full-dress costumes tastefully 
trimmed, the old family jewels valuable as the richest 
treasures of a cathedral, and the modem jewels in their 
marvellous yet delicate mountings, precious stones of 
every kind, and diamonds of the purest water. It was 
sufllcient to her that her dream ha|^ 900)6^ to pass, and 
that this great good future awaited in her new 
home, radiant in the reality of the new life that was 
opening before her. The only thing she saw was her 
wedding-dress, whiqh was brought to her on the mar- 
riage morning. 

That day, when she awoke, Angelique, still alone, 
had in her great bed a moment of intense exhaustion, 
and feared that she would not be able to get up at all. 
She attempted to do so, but her knees bent under her ; 
and in contrast to the brave serenity she had shown for 
weeks past, a fearful anguish, the lost, perhaps, took 
utter possession of her. Then, as in a few minutes 
Hubertine came into the room, looking unusually happy, 
she was surprised to find that she could really walk, for 
she certainly did not do so from her own strength, but 
aid came to her from the invisible, and friendly hands 
sustained and carried her. They dressed her ; she no 
longer seem^ to weigh anything, but was so slight ^d 
frail that her mother was astonished, and! Iaug1|ingly 
begged her not to move any more if she did not; wish 
to fly quite away. Daring all the time of preparing 
her toilette, the little feeah house of the JBubertis, so 
close to the side of the Cathedral, trembled uipidi^ tho 
great breath of the Giant, of that which already was: 
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btimming therem-of ihe preparationB tor the ceremony, 
the nerrons activity of the clergy, and especially the 
ringing of the bells, a continnons peal of joy, with 
which the old stones were vibrating. 

In the upper town, for over an hour there had been 
a glorious chiming of l^lls, as on the greatest Holy days. 
The sun had risen in ril its beauty, and on this limpid 
April morning a flood of> spring rays seemed living 
with the sonowHilS^^cals which had called together all 
the inhabitants of the place. The. whole of Beaumont 
was in a state of rejoicing on account of the marriage 
of this little embroiderer, to whom tlieir hearts were so 
deeply attached, and they were touched by the fact of 
her royal good fortuue. This bright sunlight, which 
penetrated all the streets, was like the golden rain, tho 
gifts of fairy-tales, rolling out from her delicate hands. 
Under this j<yful light, the multitude crowded in mosses 
towards tho Cathedral, filling the side-aisles of the 
church, aud coming out on to the Place du Clottre. 
There the -great front of the building rose up, like a 
huge bouquet of stone, in full blossom, of the most 
ornamental Qothic, above the severe llomanesque of 
the finindation. In the tower the bells still rung, and 
the whole fiipade seemed to be like a glorification of 
these nuptials, expressive of the flight of this poor girl 
through all the wonders of the miracle^as it darted up 
and flamed, ‘with its open lace-work ornamentations, the 
lily^ke efflorescence of its little columns, its balus- 
trades, and its arches, the niches of saints surmounted 
witii can opie ", the gable ends hollowed out in trefoil 
points,, odom^ with crossettes and flowers, immense 
Mse-windews <^ning out in the noystio ladistion of 
titehrmullions. 
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At ten o’clock the organa pealed. Angeliqne and 
Feliden were there, walking with alow step towarda 
the high altar, between the cloaely-preaaed ranks of the 
crowd. A breath of sincere, tonching admiration came 
from every side. He, deeply moved, passed along proud 
and serious, with his blonde beauty of a young god 
appearing slighter than ever from his closely-fitting 
black dresfr<x>at. But she, above all, struck the hearts 
of the spectators, so exquisite was (Ae,^ divinely 
beautiful with a mystic, spiritual dumn^, Her dress 
was of white watered silk, simply covered with rare 
old Mechlin lace, which was held by pearls, a whole 
setting of them designing the ruches of the waist and 
the rufiles of the skirt. A veil of old English point 
was fitstened to her head by a triple crown of pearls, 
and falling to her feet, quite covered her. That was 
all — ^not a flower, not a jewel, nothing but this slight 
vision, this delicate, trembling cloud, which seemed to 
have placed her sweet little face between two white 
wings, like that of the Virgin of the painted glass win- 
dow, with her violet eyes and her golden hair. 

Two armchairs, covered with crimson velvet, had 
been placed for Felicien and Angeliqne before the altar ; 
and directly behind them, while the organs increased 
their phrases of welcome, Hubert and Hubertine k^lt 
on the low benches which were destined for the family. 
The day before an intense joy had come to them, from 
the effects of which they had not yet recovered, and 
they were incapable of expressing their deep, heartfelt 
thanks for their own happiness, which was so closely 
connected with that of their daughter. Hnbwtine, 
having gone once more to the cemetery, saddened 1^ 
the thought of their loneliness, and the little house, 
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wliidi would seem so empty after the departure of the 
dearly-belored child, hod prayed to her mother for a 
long time; when suddenly she feUi within her an inex- 
plicable relief and gladness, which convinced her that 
at last her petition had been granted. From the depths 
of the earth, after more than twenty years, the obstinate 
mother had forgiven them, and sent them the child of 
pardon so ardently desired and longed for. Was this 
the recompense 'of their diarity towards the poor for- 
lorn little cteature whom they had found one snowy 
day at the Cathedral entrance, and who to-day was to 
w^ a prince with all the show and pomp of the greatest 
ceremony? They -remained on their knees, without 
praying in formulated words, enraptured with gratitude, 
their whole souls overflowing with an excess of infinite 
thanksgiving. And on the other side of the nave, 
Seated on his high, oflScial throne, Monseigneur was 
also one of the family group. He seemed filled with 
the majesty of the God whom he represented ; he was 
resplendent in the glory of his sacred vestments, and 
the expression of his countenance was that of a proud 
serenity, as if he were entirely freed from all worldly 
passions. Above his head, on the panel of wonderful 
embroidery, were two angels supporting the brilliant 
coat of arms of Htfutecceur. 

Then the aolenm service began. All the clergy 
connected with the Cathedral were present to do 
honour to their Bishop, and priests had come &om the 
different parishes to assist them. Among the crowd of 
white surplices which seemed to overflow the grating, 
shone the golden ctq>es of the choristers, and the red 
robes of the singing-boys. The almost eternal night 
of the side-aisles, crashed down by the weij^t of the 
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heavy Bomaneaqae chapels, was this moniing dightly 
brightened by the limpid April sunlight, which stnu^ 
the painted glass of the windows so that tiiey seemed 
to be a burning of gems, a sacred bursting into blos> 
som of luminous flowers, ^ut the background of the 
nave particularly blazed with a swarming of waz-tapers, 
tapers as innumerable as the stars of evening in a sum- 
mer sky.* In the 'centre, the high altar seemed on 
fire from them, a true ‘ burning bnsh,* qmbolic of the 
flame that consumes souls ; and th^ Were also candles 
in large candelabra and in chandeliers, while before the 
plighted couple, two enormous lustres with tonnd 
branches looked like two suns. Abont them was a 
garden of masses of green plants and of living blossoms, 
where were in flower great tufts of white- azaleas, of 
white camellias, and of lilacs. Away to the back of the 
apse sparkled bits of gold and silver, half-seen skirts of 
velvet and of silk, a ^stont dozing of the tabernacle 
among the sombre surroundings of green Verdure. 
Above all this burning the nave sprang out, and the 
four enormous pillars' of the transept mounted upward 
to support the arched vaulting, in the trembling move- 
ment of these myriads of little flames, which almost 
seemed to pale at times in the full daylight which 
entered by the high Gothic windows.*^ 

Angelique had ivished to be married by the good 
Abb6 Comille, and when she saw him oome forward in 
his snrplice, with the white stole, followed by two derks, 
she smiled. This was at last the triumphant reaBsw* 
tion of her dreun — she was wedding fortune, beauty, and 
power far b^mid her wildest hopes. The draidi itbelf 
was singing by its organs, radiant with its wax^pers^ 
and: alive vrith the crowd of believera andj^iests, whcan 
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she knew to be aioond Her on every side. Never had 
the old building been more brilliant or filled with a 
more regal pomp, enlarged as it were in its holy, sacred 
luxury, on expansion of happiness. Angelique 
smiled again in the full knowledge that death was at 
her heart, cdebrating its victory over her, in the midst 
of this glorious joy. In entering the Cathedral she 
had glanced at the Chapel d'Hautecocnr, where slept 
Lanrette and Balbine, the * Happy Dead,* who passed 
away when very young, in the full happiness of their 
love. At this last honr she was indeed perfect. Vic- 
torions over herself, reclaimed, renewed, having no 
longer any feeling of passion or of pride at her triumph, 
resigned at the knowledge that her life was fast leaving 
her, in this beautiful Hosanna of her great friend, the 
blessed old church. When she foil upon her knees, it 
was as a most humble, most submissive servant, entirely 
from the stain of original sin ; and in her rennneiar 
tion she was thoroughly content. 

The Abbs Comille, having mounted to the altar, 
bad just come down again. In a loud voice he mode 
the exhortation ; he cited as an example the marriage 
which Jesus hod contracted with the Church ; he spoke 
of the future, of days to come when they would Uve and 
govern themselves in the true &ith ; of children whom 
th^ must bring up as Christians ; and then, once more, 
in' fece of this hope, Angelique again smiled sweetly, 
while Felioien trembled at the idea of aU this happiness, 
which he believed to be assured. Hien came the oom> 
secrated demands of the ritual, the replies which united 
thorn together for their entire existence, the decisive 
< Yes ’—which she pronounced in a voice filled, with 
emotion ficom the depths of hw hearl^ and which he 
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said in a much loader tone, and with a tender earnest* 
ness. The inrerocahle step was taken, the clergyman 
hiad placed their right hands together, one clasping the 
other, as he repeat^ the prescribed formula : eon- 

imufo V08 in mcdrimmiuln, in nomine PaMs, el iUiiy el 
S^rUve Sandi’^ But there were still the rings to be 
blessed, the symbols of inviolable fidelity, and of the 
eternity of the onion, which is lasting. In the silver 
basin, above the rings of gold, the priest shook back 
and forth the asperges brush, and making the sign of 
the Cross over each one, smd, ‘ Benedie, Domine, annitn 
lum hime.' * 

Then he presented them to the young couple, to. 
testify to them that the Church sanctified their union ; 
that for the husband henceforth his heart was sealed, 
and no other woman could ever enter therein ; and the 
husband was to place the ring upon his wife’s finger in 
order to show her, in his turn, tW henceforth he alone 
among oilmen existed for her. This was the strict 
union, without end, the sign of her dependence upon 
him, whidr would recall to her constantly the vows she 
had made ; it was also the promise of a long series of 
years, to be passed together, as if by this little circle of 
gold they were attached to each other even to the 
grave. 

And while the priest, after the final prayers, ex- 
horted them, once more, Angeliqne wore always the 
sweet expression of renunciation; she, the pure soul, 
who knew the truth. 

Then, as the Abbfi Comille withdrew, accompanied 

* •liiiiitoyoainmatilinolw.latiMiuuMot the lUher, aad of 
the Sob, and of the Batf Ohoit.’ 

•«naM,OXi0id. this ring.* 
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his derb, the oigans again burst forth with peals of 
joy. Monseigneur, motionless until now; beat towards 
the young couple with an expression of great mildueas 
in his eagle-like eyes. StilliCin their knees, the Huberts 
lifted their heads, blinded by their tears of joy. And 
the enormous depths of the oigans’ peals rolled and 
lost themselves 1^ degrees in a hail of little sharp notes, 
which were swept away under the high arches, like the 
morning song of the lark. There was a long waving 
movement, a half-hnshed sound amongst the reverential 
crowd, who filled to overflowing even ^e side-aisles and 
the nave. The church, decorated with flowers, glitter- 
ing with the taper lights, seemed beaming with joy flrom 
the Sacrament. 

Then there were nearly two hours more of solemn 
pomp; the Mass being sung and the incense being 
burnt. 

The officiating clergyman hod appeared, dressed 
in his white cliosnble, accompanied by the director 
of the ceremonies, two censer-bearers carrjdng the 
censer and the vase of incense, and two acolytes I)ear- 
ing the great golden candlesticks, in which were 
lighted tapers. 

The presence of Monseigneur complicated the rites, 
the salutations, and the kisses. Every moment thero 
were bowings, or bendings of the knee, which kept the 
wings of tiie surplices in constant motion. Jn the old 
stolis, with their bocks of carved wood, the whole chap- 
ter of canons roee; and then again, at otiier times it was * 
as if a breath from heaven prostrated at once the clergy, 
by whom the whole apse was filled. The officiating 
priest dumted at the altar. When he had finished, he 
went to one side, and took his seat while the ohoirin its 

X 
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tom for a long time continned the rolemn jdiiaaes of 
the serTices in the fine, clear notes of the yonng cho> 
risters, lights and delicate as the flutes of archangels. 
Among these voices was a very beautiful one, unusually 
pure and ciystalline, that of a young girl, and most de- 
licious to hear. It was said to be that of Mademoiselle 
Claire de Yoincourt, who had wished and obtained per- 
mission to sing at this marriage, which had been so 
wonderfully secured 1)7 & miracle. The organ which 
accompanied her appeared to sigh in a softened maimer, 
with -the peaceful calm of a soul at ease and perfectly 
happy. 

There were occasionally short spells of silence. Then 
the music burst out again with formidable rollings, while 
the master of the ceremonies summoned the acolytes 
with their chandeliers, and conducted the censer-bearers 
to the officiating clergyman, who blessed the incense in 
the vases. Now there was constantly heard the move- 
ments of the censer, with the silvery sound of the little 
chains .as they swung back and forth in the clear light. 
There was in the mr a bluish, sweet-scented dond, 
as they incensed the Bidiop, the clergy, the altar, 
the ^k)spd, each person and each thing in its tum, 
even the dose crowd of peofde, making the tibree move- 
ments, to the right, to the left, and in front, to mark 
the Cross. 

In the meantime Angelique and Feliden, on their 
knees, listened devoutly to the Mass, which is signifi- 
cant of the mystmous consummation of tiie marrial^. 
of Jesus and the Church. .There had been given into' 
the hands of each a lighted candle, symbol of the parity 
preserved since their baptism. Aftwthe Lord’rl^yer. 
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tb®y liad remained under the veil, which is a sign of 
BubmissioD, of bashfulness, and of modesty ; and daring 
this time the priest, stan^ng at the right>hand side of 
the altar, reod the prescribed prayers. Miey still held 
the lighted tapers, which serve also as a sign of remem- 
brance of death, even in the joy of a happy marriage. 
And now it was finished, the offering was made, the 
ofSciatiDg clergyman went oway, accompanied by the 
director of the ceremonies, the incense-bearers, and the 
acolytes, after having prayed God to bless the newly- 
wedded couple, in order that they might live to see and 
multiply their children, even to the third and fi)arth 
generation. 

At this moment the entire Cathedral seemed living 
and exalting with joy. The March Triumphal was 
being played upon the organs with such thunde^like 
peals that they made the old edifice fairly tremble. The 
entire crowd of people now rose, quite excited, and 
straining -themselves to see everything; women even 
mounted on the chairs, and there were closely-pressed 
rows of heads os far back as the dark chapels of the 
outer side-aisles. In this vast multitude every &ce 
was smiling, every heart beat with sympathetic joy. 
In this final adieu the thousands of tapers appeared to 
burn still higher, stretching out their flames like tongues 
of fire, vacillating under the vaulted arches. A last 
Hosanna fiiom the clergy rose up through the flowers 
and the verdure in the midst of the luxury of the orna- 
ments and the sacred .vessels. But- suddenly the great 
pqrtal under the organs was opened wide, and the 
wmbre walls of the duicfa were marked os if I7 great 
■iiwafai of daylight It was the clear April morning, 
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the living sun of the spring-tide, the t*lace do Olottrey; 
wliich was now seen with its tidy-looking, white houses ; 
and there another crowd, still more numerous, awaited 
the coming of the bride and bridegroom, with a more 
impatient eagerness, whidi already showed itself by 
gestures and acclamations. The candles had grown 
paler, and the noises of the street were drowned in the 
music of the organs. 

With a slow step, between the doable hedge of the 
worshippers, Angelhjae and Felicien turned towards 
tlie entrance-door. After the triumphant carrying out 
of her dream, she was now about to enter into the reality 
of life. This porch of broad sunlight opened into the 
world of which as yet she was entirely ignorant. She 
retarded her' steps as she looked earnestly at the rows 
of houses, at the tumultuous crowd, at all which greeted 
and 'claimed her. Her weakness was so intense that 
her husband was obliged to almost carry Lor. How- 
ever, she was still able to look pleased, as she thought 
of the princely house, filled with jewels and with queenly 
toilettes, where the nuptial chamber awaited W, all 
decorated with white silk and lace. Almost suffocated, 
she was obliged to stop when halfway Aown the niule • 
then she had sufficient strength to take a few steps 
.vmore. She glanced at her wedding-ring, so recently 
placed upon her finger, and smiled at this sign of etenud 
union. Then, on the tlireshold of the great door, at 
the top of the steps which went down into the Place dn 
Cloltre, she tottered. Had she not really arrived at 
the summit of her happiness ? Was not it there that 
the joy of her life, being perfected, wag to end? 
With a last effort she raised herself as much as pqs- 
tible, that she might put he9r lips upon the Kps of 
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rFelicien. And in that kiss of love ehe passed away 
for ever. 

Bat her death was without sadness. Monseigiieur, 
with his habitual movement of pastoral ben^iction, 
aided this pure soul to free itself from the fraU.body. 
He had regained his calmness, and had once more found 
in tlie fulhJmcnt of his sacred calling the desired-for 
peace. 

The Huberts, unconscious of. what had token place, 
were still kneeling, grateful fosi^ the {uirdon at lost 
granted them, and feeling as if reentering into exist- 
ence. For them, as well as for their beloved daughter, 
the dream was to bo accomplished. All the Cathedral 
and the whole town were sn /Sio. The organa sounded 
louder than ever; the bells pealed joyously ; the multi- 
tude waited to greet the loving couple on the tlireshold 
of the mystic church under the glorioua spring sun- 
light. 

It was indeed a beautiful death. Angeliqne, happy 
and pure, carried away suddenly at the moment of the 
realisation of her fondest dream, taken into the heavenly 
life from the dork Komonesque chapels with the ilam- 
boyant, Gothie-vanlted ceiling, from among the gilded 
decorations and paintings of ancient times, in tlie full 
Paradise of Golden Legends. What more could ah* 
have asked for ? 

Felicien held in his arms simply a soft and tender 
form, fiom which life had departed ; this bridal robe of 
lace and pearls seemed like the light wings of a bird, 
still warm to the touch. For a long time he had well 
known that he could claim but a shadow. The exqui- 
site vision that came firom the Invisible had returned to 
the Invisible. 
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It was merely a semblance^ whicb efbced itsdf ; thcf 
vanishing of an illusion. ^ 

Everything is only a dream. 

And sOf at the moment of supreme earthly happi* 
ness, Angelique had disappeared in the slight breath of 
a loving kiss. 


VBOITID It 
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ffElRBOTlM.— WANDERINGS 'IN'RATAGONIA; or^nOfr^monilhS 

^Ostrich Hunt ers. B y Julius Bbfrbohm. With lllusts. Cr. 8vo. cl. extra. :ta. lid. 

BlHNEtt' (‘W. C.n:L7D.). W0RKS BY. 

A BALLAD HISTORY OP ENGLAND. | SONGS FOR SAILORS. 

BESANT (WALTER)7 NOVELS g?. 

Cr. 8vo, d.ex.. Sin. lid. each ; pfwt Bvo, illust. lids., Dm. each ■ cl limn 2a ilA 
CqWDJTlOHS OP MEN.. With Illusn^ 


THE CAPTAINS’ ROOM, 


jUiL IN A GARDEN^Slfe?Viilh'?inJstra^^^^ 
8£5$S“XfS*®^P®- FronUspiece by Charts 

dNQLB JAOK, and other Stories. ‘ 


dNQLB JAOK, and other Stories. } CHILDREN OF fiTSPnis 

VBRY.Y^BLL tJeN. WithiJSiaLSbM^-ORESTirfii. 

BKRR PAULU8: Hw Rise, Ins Greatness, and bis Fall. ^ ORBSTiirRi 

FOR FAITH AND FREEDOM. YVith Illustrations by A. Poxintisb and 9 tVArm* 

a yjft.M S ■I*|j^&£;gWhh9lllu,^aUon.b,I.FS!SkTf^^^^ 

THE HOLY ROSE, ftc. With Frontispiece bv P. Barnard 

VBNttMra MHBV T f ■ XppDUiSvSSa i** IHnsfratloos by C. Grbkn. 
VERBENA CAMELLIA BTEPHANOnS^^^ J THE IVORY GATE: A Nbvei; 

US Edition. Demy8vo, eIofhextF«^>w.>6d. 

SaSMnSwk T 85 :. F”>fl‘*8J”ece. Crown 8vo, Irlt^i Lln^ 3 e. Hd« 

MWSABMi AS WE MAT BB*. Social Esiayi. Crown 8vo, cloth, & 






CHATTO & WIN DUS, 214, PICCADILLY. 


(WALTER) AJib JAMES BICE, NOVELS BY," 

RBAD¥'iiniiilv*»inDi'iDAv^'*’'®'‘**“‘' Shuwoa; el.liiiip, 9 ta ,4 
nliiilDi«nON£Y MORTIRAV. nv rnriMko muoa>ib' 


JfY I-ITtLK GIRL. 

CROWS. 

THIS SON OP YULCSN. 
piE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY. 
THE MONKS OF TMELEMA. 


, . ... , j, 4M. fgg h. 

BY CKWA*B ARBOUR, 

TUB CHAPLAIN OP THM FLSBT« 
THE SEAMY SIDE. 

THE CASK OP MR. LUCBAFT, &c. 
*TWAS IN TRAPALGAR^S RaV, W 

«oU^ a LI Bit ARY EDITION Of the oboTo Twroivo TolttmMjBaoSoBiely 

Mt m new type, ou a larjso crown 8vo page, and bound In oloth extra. Oe* oaeh. ^ 

BEWICK (THOMAS) AND HIS POPiLS. ' bVaJSn o5B^.Nr 

95 S'jiure ?iv o. clo th e*lra, Itm 

BIERCE. — IN THE MIDST OF LIFE : Tales of i^Idiers an^Civilians, 

IW Amhnosk niKur K. Clown tv clmU exir,i, «U.| »vo. tJJavlratea boiinlR, ‘Ae. 

BILL NYE’S HISTORY OF THE UNITED STATES; With lio fUnf^ 

irations l.y h. OpPhU. (.rowri 6 vo. rimh ;ii», Od. 

BLACKBURN’S (HENRY) ART HANDB06k& 

ACADEMY NOTES, 1«75, 1817-80, 1888, 

isaa 1392 . 1884 , ,■ I, hl«, 

ACADEMY NOTES, 1878 <79. Coinpkte 

til ( Inn Vul . Mitli lim its. r.'luili, Cs. 

ACADEMY NOTES, 1880-84. Complete 

III Oiin VtiL, wtclt IHl'.iv, Llulii. ' 


GROSVENOR NOTES, 1877. 6d. 
GR03VEN0R MOTEILscp.i>atu >«;ars. 

ironi 1878 1890 . ciich !■. 

OROSYBNOR N01X8, VoL I,. 1877-82. 

iVitb ■? » III jxts. JVni V n, <) nhv 

GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. IL, 1833-87. 

With yn ItitiSlA. Ift-my Hvr., Ct 
THE PARIS SALON, 1891. Wiiii K 


GKOSVENOK NOTB8, Voi. 111., 1888 90; 

WiiK Jliukl^ Driny Cvn, c I.Ak 8 ii. M. 

THE NEW GALLERY, 1888 1894. With 

UMIII<>T.IU% «.l( ll ll. 

TllS NEW GALLERY, Vot. 1., 1888 1892. 

'Vt«i ttIuMr.'iituik',, itiMuy Bvo, rMh, ta 

ENGLISH PICTURES at the NATIONAL 

UAJitEAY. Whh 114 lllw«r.iSiciw. li. 

OLD MASTERS AT THE NATIONAL 

OALLEIty. U'ltii i.-B lUusft.-tthm',, It. Cd. 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE TO THE 
NAtXOHAL OAUm. U» lUuvli... 4.I.. M-t 
It* Skeichcs. Hi 


TtlD rAiiia vitjuvo, Jiovi. wiiii r itr nm.Cir.ncg, 

THE PARIS SOCIETY OP FINE ARTS, 1804. With ^emhes. .T«.64L 
BLAKE (WILLIAM) : India-pro(^f Etchings from bis ^ 

iiKi.L SCOT.T. NVft ii descri ptive Tc*t, Folin. li al<» Lo'ttui bo.i 

BLIND (MAT HILDE), I’ocms by, Crown Svo, cioth extra, 6s, each, 
THE ASCENT OF MAN. 


Works by William 

bo.vdi, *4li. 


dramas in miniature. With a Fronttspkce by V'oku Maikjx Bkqwn. 

SONGS AND SONNETS. I^cap. 8vo, vellnnt and polil. 

_rR.FOX)r^ 

ENGLISH MERCHANTS: Mcnirdn in lltu'’>u<ilion of the Progrrts of Hrilish Com- 
merce. With niimc^Tons fllusfrntions. Ciownt 8vo, cioMi cxirv, 7 h. Oil. 
ENGLISH NEWSPAPERS: Tltf- lltstoi vorioitmabvni. Two Vr»|g. dtsny Uvo.el., !IN*. 
PASHA RELIEF EXPEDITION. Cr. Svo. Oe. 


THE OTHER JfDE OF THE 

e0lVERa-l.EXVES“FfiOM'A «UNTINO JCUBNAL: 

Bowmrs. Oblong foho, haif-hoand. S81«. 


By GifORce 


BOYLE (FREDERICK), WORKS BY, Post 8vo. iHustratod boards, tfe. each. 
CHRONICLES OF NO-MAN’S LAND. I CAMP HOTSB. { SAVAOB LIFE. 

BBAHD’SOB^ESVATIOSS'TtN' PtfPHLXB ■ASflAblTlEST dwfiy 

illustrating tbc OnKin of our Vulgar Customs, Ct mnoniee, and Sunerstilions. Wltli 

the Addition* cf Sir HKMRv_Et.f.is.aiid iHnstrat»onf.v ih . gvo, cloth extra, yu. Qkt. 

<um\hm^o?^uroioiiA nnumna. nofXUD 

STORIES. Fifteenth PlintjiaiKl. i>own i«vo. cTotbextra. Te« 64« 
authors and their WORKS, WITH THE DATES: Heims the Amndieex to 

*' The Rmdff’s Uandlmok,*’ Acparstcly printed. Crown 8vo,.elothbiDp, Sm, 

^ D ICTIONART of miracles. Crown 8vo> cloth extra, tw. 4M, . 

BHEWSTEB (SIB DAVnn, WOBKS ffr. pm .m, cl n, 4«. jiMi Mudi. 

Sow WOUM mo OIBi CtMd oi PUlMWIwriUlil H.ii«o(Clwl.du).PhMk 





BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

BREt"HARtE, WORKS BY. -u 

■ LIBRARY EDITION. In Sovcu Volnmta, crown 8 vo, cloth extra, tfe. each. 

BRBl UAHTB'S OOLtBOTED WORKS. Arranged and Revised by the Author. 

Vol* 1. CoMPLKTB PoETtCAL AMO DRAMATIC WoRKS. With Steel POftrait. 

Vol, XL Luce or Roakino Camp—Bohkmian Papers->Ambmca« Legbmos* 

Vol. 111. Tales or thb Argonauts— Eastern Skrtches. 

* Vol IV. Garkikl Conroy. | Vol. V. Storibb— Condeksbd NovEbBi &0. 

VoU VI. Talks or tub Pacipic Slope. 

Vol. vn. 1 ALES OP THE Pacjpic Slopr— II. With Portrait by John Pettii* R.Ai 
V ol.Vin. Talks op the Pink and the Cvprkss. 

THE SELECT WORKS OF'BRET HARTEViu Prose and Poetry With Introductory 
Eniviy by I. M. Hki.lkw, Portniitof Autlujr,and 50 Ilinst.*!. Cr.Svo, cl. ex.. Vo. Sn. 
BRET HARTE’B POETICAL WORKS. H.ind-mado paper & buckram. Cr.8vo.4e.a4« 
THE OUKKH OF THE PIRATE ISLE. With 28 original Drawings by Kate 
Gheemawav, reproduced in Colours by Ed munp Evans. Soiall 4 to, cloth, 5 b« 
Crown M VO, doth extra, 3 m. 6 d. each. 

A WAIF OF THE PLAINS. W*th 60 Illustrations by Stanley L, Wood. 

A WARD OF THE OOLDEH GATE. With 59 Illustrationa by Stanley L Wood. 
A SAPPHO OF OREEK BPRIMOS, Ac. With Two Illustrations hv Hume Nisret. 
COLONEL STARBOTILE'S CLIENT, AND SOME OTHER PEOPLE. With a 
Frontispiece by Frkh. Rarnaku. 

BUSY: A Novel. Willi Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. Christie. 

SALLY DOWS, Ac. With 47 illu.stratiuns by W. D. Almond, &c. 

A PROT^OBB OF JACK HAMLIN’S. With a6 Illnstrations by W. Small, fte, 

THE BELIrRIHOEB OP AN OEL’S , Ac. lU u sts. by D udlev Hardy, Ac. [SAorKjf* 
Post 8 vo, illusuatudlMtarcls, IJ n. each. 

G ABBIEL CONROY. | THE LUCK OF ROARINO CAMP, Ac. 

AN HEIREBS OF RED DOG, Ac. | CALIFORNIAN 8T0R1EB. 

Post 8 vo, illustrated bo.ir<l8,’3^ each; cloth limp, 3 m. Hd. each. 

FLIP. 1 HARUJA._ ^ j_A PHYLLIS OF THE 8 IERBAB. 

Fc>ip.' 8 VOi picture cover, In. each. 

SNOW BOUND AT EAGLE’S. | JEFF^ BRIGGS’S LOVE STORY. 

BRYDGES.'-UNCLE SAM ~At HOME.' Gy Harold BRVi>6ES.~Posi 

Bvo. Illu<itratcil boards, it., ; cloth lim|i, iitk IM, 

SUGHANAM’S'VROBERT) works.' Crown Kvo, cloth extra, Hm. each. 

SELECTED POEMS OF ROBERT BUCHANAN. With Frontispiece by T. Dalbibu 
THE EARTHQUAKE; or, Sis Days Aiid a Sabbath. 

THE CITY OF DREAM: An Kpic Po«*im. With TwoTIInstrations by P.Macnab. 
THE WANDEBINQ JEW : A t l.ilstnias Carol._ Second ij^ilion. 

THE OUTCAST; A RhyiiU! for tituTlfncV With 15 11iu^tralion.s by RunoLV Blind, 
Pktkk MACNAn, .iml Homk Nimikt. Rnwll deinv Pvo, cloth extra, Mm. 

ROBERT BUCHANAN'S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With Steel-plate Por* 

trait. Crown 8 vo,L*lotlu-xtra.YM.Od. 

Crown 8 vo, rinth ij.\tra, I|v, Oil, eadi; tioit 8 vo, iftostrated boards, 3 m. each. 

TH^B SHADOW OF THE SWORD. ‘ LOVE MB FOR EVER. Frontispiece. 

A CHILD OF MATURE. bi.mtiM'ivre. ANNAN WATER. | FOXOLOVB MANOR. 
GOD AMD THE MAN. Willi 11 lllus. THE NEW ABELARD. 

liatiiniA by Fkku. liABNARn. MATT t A .Story of a Caravan. Front. 

THE MARTYRDOM OF MADELINE. THE MASTER OF THE HIRE. Front. 
WitbFrouUiipiecebyA. W.ConPKit. VHI^HBIR OF UNHE. 

Crown SW, cloth cxirV, '3 m. HWI. each. 

WOMAN AND THE MAN. I RED AMO WHITE HEATHER. 

RACHEL DENE. Two Vofs., crown Hvo, cIoih7 iltM. net. iSkortty, 

BURTON (GAPTAIN).-THE BOOK* OF tfiE' SWOWriGTlUuMRs 

F. BufcTON. With over 400 Illustrations. I>eniy ato, cloth extra. 33 m. 

BURTON (HoBerT). 

- ANATOMISED. Abri^m eot cf B u wton’s Ahat. Post S vo. 3m. 64. 

^AINE (T. HLALLV NOVELS Cmm *w, el«th wtr., 3.. M< ncht 

Iwud. tto. ctoth llmpb *<*. 

» ORWB. I i 80H .r HkeU.*' | IHB DHIKnib 

tsk^^woMM ANDiRr - TXf dsiflRSirop“Tas“ « 

WMBT E WU»US. I PSCBiVEn *vw; 



CHATTO ft WINDUS, 314, PtCCADILLY. 


CARLYLE (THOMAS) . ON THE CHOICE OF BOOKS. With Ufa 

R* H. SuKHHKKU. Riiil Thrucs IltustrAtioiis. Post 8vo, cloiU ostryi, !«• Ad. 
GOBSESPOHDENCB OF THOMAS CARLYLE AKOS. W. BMBRSOE, IAN to lATI. 
Edited byC . E. Norton. _W»th Poitraits. T wo V ois.» crown Bvo, ctoib, il-liia 

CARLYLE (JANE WELSH), LIFE OP. By MrsrALBXANDBnRKLANDa 

With Pori rail ano Facsimile Lcttor. Sniail demy Bvo. cloth extra, Y«a Oil. 

CHAPMAN’S (GEORGE) WORKS.~Vol. 1.7Pli)^--Voi: ii ,>o5mVdnd 

Minor Tran si a tin ns, with Ks^ly by A. C. SwiNRimsK.-^Vni. 111,. Ttauslations o( 
the Iliad and Odycsnv. Three Vols.« riourn Kvo. cloth. Urn, oarh. 

CHATTO AMO JACKSON.~A' TREATISE ON WOOD'ENORAVINC. 

lly W. A. Chatto amt J. Jai kson^ With 450 bne llliists. l,.aree 410. 1 (t.>lvi,. 

CHAUCER'FOR CHILDREN rx Gulden liy hirsl'H.' Kl Haweis. 

Wtil) a Coloiirud Plates -dud 30 Wooitcuts. Small 4 ( 0 , cloth oxtrA, 'lea 0«la 
CHAUCER JTOR SCHOOLS. Uy Mts. tl H.l-UwKts. Demvavn. cloth limi>. *Ae.<l 4 a 

clare“(a:).-for the love of a lass; kvo, isr; d. 2s. ed. 

CLIVE (MRS. ARCHER), NOVELS BY. Post avo. iitusi. hoards p.icb. 

PAUL FERROLL. _ I WHY PAUL FBRROLL KILLED HIS WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS AND DREAMSi "By Kuwaru Ci:odi>."KK,a:s: 

Second K.ditinn. Kevisiid. Ciown hvo, doth exira, Am. tt«l. ___ 

C0BBAN‘(J."MACLAREN), NOVELS BY. 

THE CURB OF SOUL^ P<^!>t init.vi aicii bo.udx. 94 . 

Crow’O bvorLiota cxirar>k<^»^i<l> n >''h. 

THE RED StlLTAR. t THE BURDEN OF ISABEL. r^Hrorf/y. 

COLEMAN (JOHN); WORKS BY. 

PLAYERS AND PLAYWRIOHTS I HAVE KNOWN. Two Voln., Kvo. cloth, tlAe. 
CURLY: Am Artot's Slot v. With -it lllnsK. by 1. (> tyir.i.MAW. t'r. Kvo.rl , la* Md. 

C0LERIDQE:-~THE seven sleepers of EPHbSUS. »y M7 E. 

Cor.hRitM'.y. Fnp cloin, le. 4 id. 

COLLINS (C. ALLST0N).'7tHE BAR SINISTER. I’(.i.f8v.>:2s, 
COLLINS (MORTIMER AND FRANCES), NOVELS BY. 

Crown Hvn. cloth extra, :K«i. lid, (mUi ; iifAt Kvu. ilitifiiated boards. Vie. nach. 

FROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDNIGHT. | BLACKSMITH AND SCHOLAR, 
TRANSHIORATIOH. I YOU PLAY ME FALSE. | A VILLAOB COMEDY. 

Pn'itSvu i!hi tMted iNiirtl*'. 0 *>« h. 

SWEET ANNE PAGE. I FIGHT WITH FORTUNE. | SWEET ^WENTY. | FRANCES. 

COLLINS (WILKIE), NOVELS BY". 

Cr. 8 vn. cl. «*t . :|m. H d. ( .icb . bTo. ihnat. lids.. Me. e.icb ; d. Htnp, Oe. Od. each. 

ANTONINA, With a FiontKrih'co by Sir joiiN GittaPt.-r, P.A. 
basil. IllustMtcd by Sir Ions Gilmkkt, R.A., and f. .Mahonisy. 

HIDE AND SEEK. Illustrated by Sir |mhh Grr.mtKT, K.A„ and ). MAirONty. 
AFTER DARK. llluMraiion- by A. li. Hoo'.hton | THE TWO DESTINIEIL 
THE DEAD SECRET. Witha puiuiisidtce by S>r |(»fiNGi(.ii),KT. K.A. 

? UBEN OF HEARTS. With a Frontispii cn by Sir joriN Gir.m.Kr, K..^. 

ME WOMAN IN WHITE. With llfusts. by Sir J. Git-nFRY. K A., and P. A. Praskm. 
MO NAME. With llhibtratioiix by Sir I. K. Mif.LAiM, K.A.,amt A. W. Coopkk. 

MY MISCELLANIES. With a Stnnbplate Poi trait of Wilkik 
ARMADALE. With lllnstrufionx by G. 11. 7 uomas. 

THE MOONSTONE. With lllusirations by G. Du MAUurKMaml F. A. Pmawm, 
MAN AMO WIFE. With llluhtrationa by Wivt Sm/ii.l. 

POOR MISS FIRCH. llltiBtraud by G. Du Maumirr and Epwakq Homtc*. 

HIW OR MRS.? With IIIubib, by S. L. Fildrs, J< A., and IlKvav Wouus, A.R.A. 
THE NEW MAGDALEN. llliiBtrated by r.. On Maijnikr and C. S. kKiMHABbr. 
THE FROSBN DEEP. Iduatratcd by G. Du Maurier and }. Mahonrv, 

THE UW AND THE UOY. lllnsta. by S. L. FcliirS, R.A., lod SybMCy Haia, 
TBK HAUNTED HOTEL. lilnatFaied bv Arthur HofRiRe. 

THM FALLEN LBAVBS. I HEART AND SCllNCN. I THB EVIL pR 1 l|US. 
JBSBBEL*8DAUOHTBB. SAY NO.** LITTLE NOVELS. 

THB BLACK ROBB. | A BOOUB*S LIFE. | THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 
BLIND LOVE. With Preface by Waltp.r Ukhamt, and Uluau. by A. PoKast^a. 
THB WOMAN IN WHITE. ‘TiSFttt^gWtIonri?e«<iqm 8ve, ltd, t eloih, f e. 


ILLU8TRATIOHS OF TENNYSON. CrdWn 8vo.elnih eatta, i ^ 

ION ATHAN SWOT : A Btofraphical and Cf Study. Cpw^ 8yo, ololli ntrs, Ms, 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


COLMAN’S (GEOROE) HUMOROUS WORKS: "Broad Grin&>’.»My 

Nightaowt^iid SUppRls," Aca With Life mill Krontia. Cr, 8vo, cl, axtra, 7il» S ll» 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY INCH A "SOIdIER : A Novef. By M. J. 

C01.9UHOUN, Post «vo, itliisii-rfu U boar ds, 

COWALESCENT COOKERYT a famUy Handbook. By CatBEWNB 

^ Kvam. Crown .S VO, In.; riotUHiiip, In. 0 <l. 

CONWAY (MONCURE l).); WORKS' B Y. ~ 

DEMONOLOGY AND OEVIL^LORE. 65 >ili)<9tr;iiiona. Two V0I9., 8vo. clotH. 3Sa. 
OEOROE WASHINGTON'S RULES OF CIVILITY. bcap.Svo. Jap. vellum. »*. 

COOK (DUTTON), NOVELS BY; ~ 

PAUL POSTER'S DAUGHTER. Cr. tivo, cl. ex., 64.; post 8vo,illust. boards. ae. 

LEO. Host Hvn. iUns>rat<?d boards, :|n. 

COOPER (EUWARO a.)-GE0fFORYHXMrLTP5N.'Cr. Sve. Ss. 61 
CORDWALLi-POPULAR ROMANCES OP THE WEST "OP ENG- 

LAND ; or. The DrolU, TradKioiis. and Superstitions ot Old Cornwall. Collected 
by KoMKHt Homt, F.R,S. Tw^Stccl-pIates by Gro.Cruiksmanr. Cr.Mvo,c1.,VM.ttd« 

C(5TES;-TWO OIRi:S~ON a BARGE.~By"V. CEciirCoTOs'lVith 

m Illustrations by P. 11. Townsknd. Host 8vo, cloth, ‘.Ja. 6<|. 

CRASDOCK (C. EGBERT). STORIES BY, 

HIB VANISHED STAR* Crown 8vo, clo th e xtra. 3m. 61I. TShortly 

CtfELClN'fH. N'.y,' BOOKS BY, 

tSSVmRBnM?*'?**™ S.L.Woo». Cr.8vo.cl..3a«U. 

CRttJ«~4®VEl(TURES OF A FAIR REBEL. By”MATT Crim." With 

Cloth extra. .3m. Oil. ? post bvo, iJhistrated boards. !)m. 

CROMER (B.M.), NOVELS BY. ' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3 m. Ocl. each- iwst 

*2n. Oil. eacli. ' 

diana barringtoh, 

Mawtrif PROPER PRIDE. 

A FAMILY LIKENESS. “TO LET.** 

MR. JERVIS. Throe Vols.jj:rown Hvo, cToYh, TSm. nett. 

CftUlKSHANK’S COMIC ALMANACK, Complete in Two SerirT* 

.J>E»:oNi> from 1844 to 1S53. A Gatberine of 
Uio Dkst HuMuvn ol T iiACKKRAy, Iiood, MAYnKw, Alukrt Smith A’llscKifTT ' 

Kn«ravinK.s and Woodcuts by CriSk- 

OAvtosou. With ■ Fro.itisp'o5. CrowfjRva 5Sh ?»♦« COLHMAM 




BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


DRAMATISTS. THE OLD, WUbViBnetlaPoriraiu. Cr.8vo.cl.ex.,6ii. perVpl. 
BEH JOMBorf'B ‘WOKKB. With .Notes CrUical and Explanatory, and a Bid- 
(ffaphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford. Edited by 
OHEPMAll’a WORKS. Complete iii Three Vols. Vol. 1 . contains the Plays 
complete; Vol. 11 .. Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Essay 
by A. C. .4ivinbobnb ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 
■ARLOWE*8 WORKS. Edited, with Notes, by Col. Cuhninoham. One Vol. ^ * 
MASSINGER^ PLAYS. From Gifford’s Text. Edit b y Co I.Cunniwg mam. OneVoi. 

fiUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE),' WORKS BY. Cr. 8vorci.>a. «d, each. 

A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Ortliodocia and I Went round the World by Our- 
selves. With III Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. « 

AK AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. With Ho Illustrations by F. H. Townsend, 
THE SIMPLE ADVENTURES OF A HEH8AH1B. Illustrated by F. H. Townsend. 

A DAUGHTER OP TO-DAY. "Two Vols.V crown 8vo, 10N.net. ^ ^ , 

VBRN0N*8 AUNT. With 47 Illustr. by Hac Horst. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.. 3a.6d. {Shortly, 

D‘Yf».-WE~F0LK-L0llK*5P PLANTS; By Kev. T. K. Thiseltos 

Dvkr.^M.A Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Ow. 

^XRLV ENQLISH poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annota* 
^ tion^, bv Kiiv. A. H. Gkosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, Oh. per Volume. 
FLETOHBR*S (OILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol. 

DAVIES* (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Vols. 

HERR10K*B (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Three Vols.. 

SlDNfiY*S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORK^ 

E!l)QCUHBE.^ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday m brazil and' on the River Plate. ' 

By R. K. Pf.arce F.hocumuk. With 41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gm. 

£IMSdF.TH£ LIFE A INVENTIONS OF THOMAS Ai ^wTk. U and 

A. Dickson, aso lllusts. by K.F. OuTrACT, &c. Demy 410, linen gilt, 18 s. [Shortly, 

imWABDES (MBS, ANNIE). NOVELS BY: 

A POINT OP HONOUR. Post bvo, illustrated boards, lie* 

ARCHIE LOVELL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, «la. lid. ; post 8vo, Illnat. boards, Hi* 

^rilVARDS (ELIEZER).'- WORDS, FACTS, AND PNrASES:~A 

Dictionary of gii.iint Matters. By Elikzkr Edwards. Ciown 8vo, cloth, Va. lid. 

EDWARDS (M. BETHAM-), NOVELS BY. 

dlustraied boards, Hh,; cloth limp, Ha. lid. 

FELICIA. Post 8vo. lllnsirated bcjai ds, Hm. 


EOERTON.— SUSSEX FOLK & SUSSEX'WAYS. bTITeTl .C.Egerion. 

With liitioflnctioii by Rev. I 3 r. U. Wack, and 4 Illustrations. Cr.Svo, cloth ex., Ga. 

EbOLEStON (EDWARD);~R0XY ; A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds.,2s* 
ENOLISHMAN'S house, THE: A Practical Guide to all interested in 

fleeting or Buddinjg a House; with Estimates of Cost, Qnaiitities, &c. ByC.J. 
.KtriiARiisoN, With r olnitred hrcOitisptrre and 600 llliists. Crown ^o, cloth, 7 a. 6a* 

F.S.A. 3 . WORKS BY. 

V Of PRINCE CHARLES STUART, Count Of Albany 

■"ORIES FROM THE^ STATE PAP^S. _JVVith a^ Aiitoty^. jCrown 8vo, cloth, Oi* 
EYES, OUR ; How to prewjrve Them from infaiicy’lo Old^'lieT'By 
F.R._A.S. With yMlIusts. P^iehteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, la* 

A M GREAT MEN. By Samuel Arthur 

Knl arged. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7i. Od . 

™ A CAUDLE; Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 

^idmnc^ Edited ^Wiujam Crookf.s F.C.S. With nnmemas IllustrAtions. 

nature, and their reutiomb to 

Bi ^ ? f**j£i* by WIU.IAM Okookes, F.C.S. With Xllttstraliras. ^ 

ANS0N)rw6RKSngY7~ — — — 

customs. Crown 8vo. doth extra, 
from •* Military ManneM.*' 

TnM MEW MISTRESS. Cn8yq,^loth extra , 3a. 6 d.; post Svo, Uluit. boiida, Hit 
fnmiiTOTBB BIRD. I TUB TIGER ULT. | THE WRITB RIRQIM. r.«Uborf^ 
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FIN'BEC.— THE CUroOARD PAPERS: Observaiions on tlio Art ^ 

ByK>»-Bee. Post tivo. cloUi liatt, »•. Od. 

f IREVrORKS, The COHPlETE'iQlT 0# KAKlBO; or. The Pjrrd^ 

^ 1 rea»» rv . By Thom a s Kkhti&m. With 36 7 HluBtiatioop* Cr. Hvo, d«. 9«« 

FIRST BOOK, MY. By Walter Bbeant, J. K. jEkoMK. K.‘ Li'STEVKN* 

and otheis. With a Pn latorj Story by jKaoMS K. jBROMBftnd nearLy mo 
Illustrations. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7». ttd. 

HKjlElALb (PERCY. JT.A:. P.SLX). WORKS" BYi^ 

THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3% 6d. 

LITTLE ESSAYS: Pasbattcs troin l.cttera of Chaklxs Lamh. Post 8 vo, cl., lie. 64« 
A DAY’S TOUR: Join iicv tliroui^h Fiance and UHi'iuin. With Sketcbea. Cr.^to.fo* 
FATAL ZERO. Crown bvn, cjotii ^xti% :iik tfd. t i»o«t ttvo. UlUHtrated board*, 9e* 
Post 8 v/j, lUitsti. i'*it bt.Mri 1 s,^w.^|tch. 


BELLA DONNA, 
POLLY. 


LADY OP BRANTOME. { THE SECOND HRS. TILLOTSON. 
NEVER FORGOTTEN. | BEVENTY>P1VE BROOKE STREET. 


LIFE OF JANES BOSWELL (of Aitchlnlcek 1. With an Accuiiut of hisSayIngt, 
l>oiii-s, and Wntiui>s ; .iijd Pmir Pi)iii.ius. Two Vi^*l4.,dp‘iiiy hvo, riotb. tide. 
THE SAVOY OPERA. With r>o lllnstraiiunii and Portiaits. Cr. 8 vo, cloth, 3*. 6 d. 

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE). WORKS' BY.” 

POPULAR ASTRONOMY : .A ttemral U<‘<crl|>tion of tho Iff'.'tvcns. Trana. by ]. R. 

(ioKK, F.K.A.S. With Mates anti 2S8 Illiists. .Meiiimn hvo. doth. tEe* [ 5 /ioH/y« 
URANIA : A Kniiianre. With 87 IUiistr.iti(in«i. Cmwii ttvo, cloth oxtru. #T*. 

FLETCHJER'S (GILES, B.D.) COMPLETE POEMS: Christ'i; Victoria 

. in Heaven. Christ's Viciorie on Ranh. Christ'a Tniiiuiiti over Death, and Minor 
Poems. With Notes hy hev. A. B Grosart. 1>D. Clown Svo. doth boaidtiEe. 

FONBLANQUE(ALBANY)',-FILTHY LUCRE. i’ostSvo.'ilUist. b'd?.; 
FRANCICLON (R; E.). NOVELS BY: 

Crown Hvd. rtoth t'ttra, :tM« H«l. p<K| 3 vn, illuRtntod boarda, Sle. Mcb. 

ONE BY 0NB.|gUEEN COPHETUAJA REAL QUEEN. | KINO OR KNAVE? 
t'rown bvo, cloth extia, 3 n. HiI. each. 

ROPES OF SAND. Illusuxtcd. { JAOK DOYLE’S DAUGHTER. (5AoFf/y. 

A DOO AND HIS SHADOW. I 

OLYMPIA. Post8vo,ilhiHt.Nia,.*^ti, | ESTHER'S GLOVE. Fc,ip.8vo,plct. cover, la. 
ROMANCES OF THE LAW. Pontrivo. iltuhiiatcil bo.irds, *ie. 

FREDERIC (HAROLD),' NOVELS 3Y. *^ 8voi, iJliist. bHs., 2s. mchT 

SETH'S BROTHER'S WIFE. | THE LAWTON GIRL. 

FRENCH LITERATURE. A HISTORY OF. ' Hy IUshv Vah UurT 

Till.,* Vols.. »,* n,y 'ivo, I ifitl, Ihjdrrte, pH. ttil. e-uli. __ « 

FRERE.— PANDURANO HARl; t>r, Moimurs of a IJindoo. " With Pire- 

ta- e t>y Sir Hapti.k F‘KKnK._ Ciown bvo. doth, IIm. tftl. ; post Bvo, ilhist. Ms., Sle. 

FRISWELL (HAIN)T-0NE OF TWO :‘a .Novel. Poit 8 vo; illusf, bdS;. 2$; 

frost (THOMAS)r WORKS' BY." Crown Kvo, cloth extra, lie. Gd. each. 
CIRCUSLIFB ANDC1RCUSCELEBRITIES. I LIVES OF THE CONJURERS. 
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS. 

FRY'S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDOH CHARITIES. 

Kilited hv JfiiM I.AKit, PjtH i'.hM-i AiinuaUy. Crown avo , cloth, li|i»Gd. 

Pn«<i 8\'o. 1 e. each ; cloth limp, le. Gd.eacb. 


hardening BOOKS. 

^ A YEAR'S WORK IN Gl 


J GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE, lly ORoaoe GLRattT. 

HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. Hr Tom and jAac. jBxaoLD. lUastmtel 
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RE NT. By T om jKaaoLO. 

OUR KITCHEN GARDEN. By ToM'ffcalitoLD. Crowg Svo, cloth, In. IM* 

MY GAR^N WILD. Wv Pkamc * O. Hr^th. Crown evo. cloth extra. Oe . 

GARRETT.— THE CAPEL’ GIRLS: A Novel. Hy EuwARD^GAiRErr. 

Crown 8vo, cloth entra. 3*. Od. t poet jvo. illuHtr at**d boards, ^ 

GAULOT.— THE RED SftiRT^ : A Siory cTfTheT^woIulIa^tt. Sy Paul 

G ^L*i.or. Translated by J. A. |. »b VrLi.nERs. Crown Svo. cloth, 3e. 6d. 

GENTLEMAS’iS‘SlA6‘AZIS£“tlfE. MonihVjG Articl^ 

iiii*:. .science and Art. and ** TABLE TALK” by Sylvakv* Uksah, appear vsentbly. 
I t'oiumes f«r wec eut 9e ar% k jpt in ^tock. S k. Gd« eaek. Cau* for bindinff, t|«» 

OSNTLEMAK’S AHHllACrTHG. Fubfislidd AnouaU'y in Ndveroberr li 


to 


BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothers Qrihii 

and Tranalated by Edcas Tavloe. With Introdnctioa by John Rdsxim, and as Sted 
Plates after Gborob Crwkshanx^ Sgoare b vo, cloth, Sd.; bIH edgea, Ya» 6d» 

OiBBOS' (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. 

Crown avo, >ioth extra. !Im. Oil. ttach ; po^t 8vo, Illustrated boards, 3s. eachi 
ROBIH CRAY. I LOVING A DREAM. ) THE GOLDEN SHAFT. 

THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST. | OF HIGH DEGREE. 

Post dvo, illustrated' btkiftlN. 3 n. each. 

THE DEAD HEART. ^ IN LOVE AND WAR. 

FOR LACK OF GOLD. A HEARrS PROBLEM. 

WHAT WILL THE WOBLH SAY? BY MEAD AMD STREAM. 

FOR THE KINO. | A HARD KNOT. THE BRAES OF YABROW. 

» IN HONOUR BODRD. 

PASTURES OREEN. HEARrS DELIGHT. | BLOOD-MONEY. 

eiBNEY (SOMERVlLLE)T=SEl(fTENClDj CrrSTO.TsTdrisTea.- 

tfOVELS BY. Svo. illustraicri bmrd., !!,•. Mcb, 

DR. AUSTIN'S GUESTS. I JAMES DUKE. COSTERHOMOER. 

THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN. \ ' vusABitMunaisii. 

ClLBERt(W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY. ~ Two Seri^, 2s. each. 

I he First Sruik.h conuins: The Wicked World— Pyainalion and Galatea— 
Chanty— 1 ho. Pnncoss— The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Driico— Tom Cobb— H.M.S. ‘* Fin.ifore"— The Sot corer— Pirates of Pertaance. 
ONIOINAL COMIC OPERA^S written by W. S. G1I4BRRT. Containing: 

^ of PcMJEance—lolanihe—Patienco— 

by l»rv. Demy Svo, cloth iJiup. 3n. ttd. 

“P •“‘■UVMI"; BIRTHDAY Wk: Quo JioM fcyjiver. 

Day Id the Y<*ar, Seji>ctiiif Irom Pl,iya by W. S. Gii.ubRT set to Mu&ic bv Sir A 

hr.iluwIT . «■*>“' 

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY. 

THrLOSI HEiVfm; ? VI*'- = n?' T- e®*!*- 

sSnBirup57®a®D^ Uittle, aud Adventuro. With 2 lliiists. 

A Romance of M tslional.ind. With 2 Illusls. by Humb Nisbxt, 

JT* SJtil?-- “ Fi'ontispiere. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, .Ta, 6<l. 

WORa IN GARDEN AND GREENSSUSE- 

am ivki Am.Hour Gardimer* as to the Management ot the Flower, FrSt. 

-S-E-ruiSi: 


works BY 

oBimi--*"— ' “ 


MIKAMOR. Tr,inslatt' 

^A NORLB WOMAN. 


NdVEtS BY: 


» lU^atration.. . crown 8V,' 

f^rOWtl Svo. cIa b ..*tra . Ai, • a . ... . ^ 


A NAiir.B iilijsiraiert boards, 3 n. < — ^ 

01UFPim^ORINTHiTxARAaS?^^O^f^S“^^^ 

CroW^“*io,hJ;„, a. «.“?*! ; A Novd. By Cecu. Gwf- 

• VOU-M.... ^ « 
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]]'ABBERTON (JOHN, AmhoTof •« Co^ELS BY. 

bo.tids *i|i»««ach*, cJoth Ump. ‘i"*. C>«l. rdciu 
0N*& CtBVnil ■ I>ri4> 


BSUETON’S bAyoU. 


COUNTRY LUCK. 


ffAfBTtHET its rr^-aimetu in ^icalut/ VVeakiiejM. niul il.>i.-«*abdr Tnins- 

- ii'*’ flerniwi rtl Dr. J.- Pmcus. Crown 8vo. In, \ cloth, In. HH, 

HAffypy. fK6¥AS~GdSffO»i‘ R>Mg“B?r cT. .‘vi'a 

IIEW SYMBOLS. ) LEOBNDS OF THB MORROW, i THE SERPENT PLRY. 

- - E CSTASY. _Sin-An 410. doth Wn. 

HALL-SKETCHES OF IRISfl"CttARACfEfc“Byn^irar& 

With nuiucroiiE lliustratlona on SuhU ami Wood bv Macusk, ClLHk«T,HARV«y,and 
C.EUKGK Cr^irsiiamk. Mtxliuin Sto. cioih exii.i, Tm. Od* 

HALUDAY CANDR.y- EVEKV-lftY PAl^ERS. ' PTstTibTbaiT.'^r 
HARbWRlTlNG, tHE PHILOSOPHY 'OF." With ovSr iobTPiSiilmifM 

and Expuiiatory Text. Hy Doh Km.ix iw. Salam AWf a. INwi Svu. rioih fid. 

HAHKY-PANKY : Easy Tricks, *~Whi!e“ MaRrcrShsif;^^^^ &c. 

Edited by W. I|. C'nRVKR. With ano niii«iinttnns. t:roi*n Sm.dotb «*trA. 4 tt. ftd# 

ffARBY* (LADY'DUFFOS):- PAUL “WYNTETR’S "SACRI^ICS"^ 
HARBY~(YHGHAS). - under the greenwood JSEC ‘ «y 

Thomas HAKnr, Anthnr ot •‘“’I With Potti-utainl rj JWtistiatiotis. Crown 8vo, 
‘ doth extra, IN. ltd.; post 8vo, tilii>.trarod boAidr, 'in. : dotli liitip. Hu. 0d. ^ , 

HARPER (CHARLES G.). WORKS BY. DeinvUvo, doth extra, lO*. each. 
THE BRIGHTON ROAD. vVUh PhiUnur.1% ‘iro FrontUpiucc an<l no I)lusu«(io(i«. 
FROM PADDINGTON TO PENZANCE: The Ken nl of a SiKOiner 1 *i .imp, t«5 lUiwt*. 

HARWOOD.— THE IPENTH EARL* liy J.“Bi:'rwick HAH\voi)b.‘ "Post 

_av.. ilbiHirated boards, !|n. _ 

HAWEIS (MRS. H« R.)f WORKS BY. Sqimn; Svo, doth extra, M«. eseb. 
THB ART OP BEAUTY. Wnh Colouied Frontispieco and 01 llliisirationt. 

THE ART OF DECOBATION. With Colour ed l^runtispiere and 74 llhistralioni. 
THE ART OF DRESS. WithyslihiMmibVn*. Kist Svo, In. 4 doth, ln.dd. 
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demv Svo doth limp, ISiI. 

CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. lUusts, (S Cobeiini). Siu. 4*0. el. extra. Md# 

HAWKS (RevriC'C.MrJIuWMERICAN HUMORISTS ; WawiSqtos 

IrvJMG. OmVCR WkNOMM. ilOtMItS, jAWf-.H Kusskli, Lowki.1,, Amtkmus W/tRD, 
Mark Twain, and Brbt Haptk. Third f^iiion. iVtiwii l}vr*, rjj^ih extra, On. 

HAWtEY"SMABT7 --WltHdUT t0VE"0RlLICENCE: A Novei.' By 

Hawi.fv Smart. Crown dvn, cbiih fxtrt, SN. Od. i |ic.s( Kvo, iUu>traie«l boards, ttn. 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR' OLD ^HOME.* “ Uy" NATHANiKi/liAWTHORNE. 

Annotated with PassaHoa fioui the Author’s N(}to<book, and lllusttnied with 31 
~ Two Vol«..rrown 8vo. hncitram, clll H*p, I5n, 


PhotojtravuriiS. 


HAWTHORNE (JULIAN). NOVELS BY. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, SN. 6d. each ; post Hvo. {Ihiatrated hoards, 3 n, each. 

OABTH. I ELLIOBOOBNTIM, * ‘ 

UBABT1AN STBOMB. 
lOBTUNE'SFOOL. 


I DOST. 


BEATBIX RANDOLPH. 

DAVID POINDEXTER. 

THE SPECTRE OF THB CAMBBA. 

Post Svo, Illustrated boards, tSn. t!.vh. 

■I8B CADOONA. I LOYB-^OR A DAMP.* 

HRS. OAIN8BOROUOH*B DIAMONDB. >eap.Jtvo. illustrated cover, te. 

HllATa.-MY GARDEN WILD," Aim" WHAT' I~6REW~tBflI[E: 

By FaaHr ts (.ao ROP, H bath. Crown Svo. aio tb e< liM. adl ede es, D o. 

Df Ef.P S VSIR ARTBU W ORKS • Po.M *'vo. cfol h UmpL im Md. oseti. 

ANIIIAU and their MABTERS. I SOCIAL PBESSURB. 

IVAN DB BIRONt A No»»l. Cr. Sv o, cl e.x tra. Itifc Hd . yprwt 

giSDERSON.”'“AG'AfHA FaSE: A ‘Novcr*'liy“XjU^^^ 

Thrown bwj. c ioth extra. DM. 

(6r A. ). NOVETLS BY* Crown hvo. cloib extra, Ha. Hd, dich. 
NUJUB THB JUOoLEB. 8 lllusis. by Stanluy L. Wood. PajssawTATioir Eto.. 
DO ROTHrS D0UBL 8> j Stmttjf, 

mA k¥L-^KtMkblStfi LAttYI 5y Hsnrv iiBRMAN. jofnt-Aiaihor 

8t «^Tbe Bithops’ Bible,** Pbtt Svo, Rlostrsiied bpards, cloth extn, Mo. DM* ^ 


n 


BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


HERRICK'S (ROBERT)' HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND 

G01II*LBTB COLLECTED POElfS* With Metnorial-Introduction and Notes bv the 
Rev. A. B. Grosart, U.I). ;Stfel f'oMrail, 


HERTZKA.—FREELAND : A Social Anticipation. By Dr. Theodor 

Hertxka. JTransJated by Arthwr Kar s om. Crow n 8vo, c lo th extra. Sau 

HESSE-WARTEGO. -TONIS : The Land and’ the People. By Chevalier 

Ernst von HKssR-WARTKQr.._ With 22 Dlu^.trations._Cr. 8vo, c loth citra , Sit*. Hd* 

HILL (HEAD0N).-ZAM'BRA THE DETECTIVE.' By He’adon SillI 

Post 9 VO. illustratod bo-irtls, :tN.; cloth, Oil. 

HIUTJORK. M‘A.); wobks by. 

IREAaOR-FBLOHV. l>ostJva,9><.J THE COMIIOR JUtCEBTOB . Cr.Sro, .'to. 6 J. 

lilNDLEY (CHARLESi WORKS BYi 

nVBRB iNBCDOTEB AHD BAYIHOBi I.eladfng Kemlnlwencn eonneeled with 

(.otlbR Housor. Clubs. 8{e. With IllustrAtions. Crown 8vo, cloth. *l«. Od. 

_TRB LIFE ABD Adventures of acmbap jack. cr. svo, cioij^ex.^a.. Od. 
HOEY.-XHE LOVER'S CRpO. By Mrs. Cashkl HoEYrPoa't SvoTsIsI 
HOLLIRBSHEAD (JOHN). — NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown 8vo, is. 
HdUiES.-tHE SCIENCE'OP VOICE" PRODUCTION TiNl)' VdlBl 

PRESERVATION, liy Goimvim Holmks. M.D. Crown Hvo, 1m.; cloth. 1 m. lid. 

HOLMES ^ WENDELL), WORKS BY: 

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Illustrated by 1. Gordon 

Edition, post 8vo, cloth, Qm, 
breakfast TABLE and THE PROFESSOR AT THE 

. BREAKFAST-TABLE. In On«* Vol. Post Svo, half-bound, tin. 

HOOD'S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and V'erseT With Life 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Tn. 6d. 
IT'”- ■ AR® OPPITIES. Wiih85 lHtt.sts. Po.st 8vo, h.il|.botind, Sl«. 

HOOD (TOML FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH ‘ POLET A 

o UyloMlIoon. With 35 IllustratiooabyW, Bnuntom 
... — R^U***'**' b<iuare bvo, cloth extra, jfilt edges, fin. 

(THMOGRE) CHOICE humorous WORYsTTiidSdn^^ 

Lndirrous Adventures, Itons Mnt:;, Puns, and Hoaxes Witli I i/a nf tiia 

HOO>ER.-tHE HOUSE OF RABYl~'A'Nwd.~By Mr7 "GkcSS 

Hoiipkr. post bvo, illnstrHn.d boards, *Am. ^ oicorgb 

H0PK1NS.->‘»TWIXT LOVE AND DUTYl”' A"Nover 

illhstfuted iKiards, 

- ORION r An Kpic^Poem. 

Ifnup 1, u,.....:. I c« 


By Ti'iGnli 


LADY VERHER'R FMmSr'''®’ »•• «•!. each. 

HUNT -^Tv<! RY rST^'O-nifi.l- -ME ■OgP-WO OBE HTBT E BY. 
he. ■ KitiiiMl hf |^nLufm» 'V’ j* CoKNBR^ 

BOMT-(MRS.'^AljgSsfsbY^^ 

THE IiBllDtE°CAMET. 

W. M. Hotchison. 

to M. PAsiiok~s~^ stem ; ~ 
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fi tOEL OW (JEAN).^rAfED TO~BEl^REE.''p Mi»vo ,iiiwu.Mb^ 
IRDOOR PAU^ESS. Uy'UNii opTiikm. - Crowa ttvo,'is.; crijUi. Is. ^ 
IMNKEEPER’S'HXMdBOM (Tai^'ANlTLlCStlRlrii VICtOALLER'S 

MANUAL, By Thkvor-Davips. Crown 8vo, 1«.; cloth, 1«, Ikit 

ffilSH Wif AND“HUMOl)Rrs 6 NGS Of: CoifcJfetf iid EdiTeJ Ty 

A. Pkkceval Graves. Po^i Svo. cloth Iuud. tf". IS<I. 

JAMES.-A ROMARCE'O'F THE RUEEN'S HdUNOS. ’'Uy'CHAttLKS 

jAMES.^Post Svo, picture cover, i>»> j clotli limp, In* Od, 

jAMESON.'-HY DEADISELF. By WilLiAsi jA«Ks5jt'~ Post ^»o, 

illustrated boards, cloth, Md, 

jAPP.-D'RXHXTiC PICTURES, SoSHETSrSeruy A'. H. Jai f. Et.D. 


Crown ^vo, cloth cKtra, _ 

JXY (HARRIETT)* 8YI post 8vo!^)luslrarcd ^rds. iMm, eMb. 

THB DARK COLLEEN. I THE QUEEN OP CONMAUOHT. 

J^FERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post Hvo. rioih Iiaip,'*jA. ild. iMch. 
NATURE NEAR LONDON. I THB LIFB OP THE FIELDS. | THE OPEN AIR. 

Also the Hanivuauk Papkr P.imtiom. ciown 8vo, bucktam, kIU lop, ««■. euuh. 
THE EULOGY OP RICHARD JEFFERIES. By VValtkr Hkmnu. .Second EdU 
tioii With a Photograph Portrait. Crown hvo, cloth exit a. u«. 


JEHSINGS IH: J.), WORKS BY. , , „ 

CURIOSITIES OP CRITICISM. P<«t Svo. cloth limp. *«. CR. 

MRD TBRHtrSOH: A llui»i,iiihic.il Skcleli. I*.iM Svo, •«.» < loth, I». Mil. 

jEROHE.’-STAGELAND, By Jebomk K. Jbkomk. With 04 llluMra. 
tions by |. Bhknard I'AH’tKinOR. Square 8vo. pldure rtuer. t f:)t'»h hnip, ««• ^ 

JERROLD.-THE BARBER'S CHAIR; & THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS. 

Hv DOi'OtAS li'KKO^Si. pivi piitiled on lu*t ptper an«» hah'bouiitl, OtiU 

JERROLD (TOM),' WORKS BY. Post hvo, ie. each; cloth limp, !»• Mil, each. 
H008EHoS.D*^HOBTlCULtoRB®AfG^^^^ 

OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: The Plants, .tiid How we Cook Them. (.r. »vo,cl.,lii.®d* 

JESSE.- SCENES AND “OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE, liy 

Eoward Jkssk. Post avo. cloth hntp. ‘i*. 

JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.)i WORKS BY. Cr.8vo.f1.o»tra,re.Md.eacl». 
FINOER-RINO LORE; llistoriral, I.e^mdary, aiul Ancfdoial. With neatly 300 

^ llhMr.iiions. .Serond Edition, Ri vised and KiiJarK«'d. mi,.*.- 

credulities, past and PRESENT. Indudin;; the Sea and Seamen. Minj j. 

Word and l.etter Ihx'inatior., P.s»>ri;isirn» and BlnMint^ol Antnmlt, 
Birds k“*’S. Lurk, Ac. With au Ktched Fionttspu c«. 

CROWNS AND CORONATIONS; A History of Ki xiIig. With roo IlloPtratlont. _ 

iriM^ON'S (BEN^ WORKS, “With Notns Critlr;i: nnrt hxplanaiory. 
and a Bio Memoir by’ Wiluam G,n oun. Edited by Colonel CunntNd. 

HAM Tlnee rrown Hvo, cloth citra, Mi*, r icb, 

%AGirPiift<; THE COMPLEf E WORKS OF. I ran* hy Wiiiston. 

‘ 1 he W •• The ^V.r. o, the lew.,'* With 5, 

liiSrS* and M.i|>s: Two Voh..Viny 8vn. h.i»d«,und. fJ*. fW. . , .. 

t/EMPT “PENCIL AND PALETTE : Chapters on Art and Artist*. By 

« ftoiiKRTKKMi'T. Post HVO. clnili limp. _ 

keSsHAW."- colonial "FACTS " AHD FICTIONS; Humwcus 

* Siwtth^ Bv Mark Krrshaw, Pn«1tvoillllI«T»l«^bo•urtA.a•.L®'?‘^:Jfe•.S^^— 
ItfVgES - tot' BIT TTHE MESS: A .Novel, toy abthurTUivsbk. 

^^J^wnJve, j!" wco^-vr. I..., flotMimp. in. M, 

Post SvcTilhwwaTtd^^ ? wanav 

oaSBlON'S SLAVE. I BELL EAE^X*..*- _ar-R — sra — 

wfiloRT ^THfi 'PAtlElIlrSl^^ MECUWt: ffowlo NfSil 

M«hcal By WjLua- KhiojJ. MJCCS., tad BawaaD 

gMiGHt. L,R,C.P. Crown 8*0, !•.» «iotto hmp, ti. 4M« 



M 


BOOKS published BY 


KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 

E5ted.wahaafhtrodnctioQ.bytlie& 


MarqukssoI Lornv. K.T. Cr. ttvo . r L e«. 

and’ Verse, 


T 'AflliB*S ICilARLES) COMPLETE ,V(I^ORKS, in Prose aitu 

^ inctuumg ** Pocti y for CliiUireii " and ** Prince Doi us." Edited, with Notes and 


>tiyt<»ri - 

iretroiliie 7 ioa, by K. 11 . Shi^piickd. With Two Portraits and Pabsimile of a page 
of the “'Essay on Roiist Pig.'' Crown 8vo, half-bound, 7 a> 6 d. 

THE EBSAYS QF ELIA. Post 8vo. printed on laid paper and half-bonnd, 9 a. 
LITTLE ESBAYB: Skctclier, and Characters bv Chaklks Lamb, selected from bis 
Letrrrs bv Pekcy Imtsokrald. Poki bvo, cloth limp, 9 n. 4 »<I. 

THE DKAHATIC ESSAYS OF CHABLE8 LAMB. With introdnetion and Notes 
by Huamukn AIatthkws, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. Kvo, hf.-bd., 9 m. till. 

t:AN 0 UR.-^ClTATlON'AND EXAMINXYION OF VTILOAM SHAKS^ 

PEARE, Ac., beiorc Sir Thomas Lucy, tonebing Deer-stealing, igtli September, isbs. 
To which is adritd.A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER ' ' 


Earl ot Essf*. toudiing the Stato of Ireland, 1595. 
rghe, 9 m. 0 <I. 


I ’V.ap. 8 V O, hall-Roxliiirehe, 9 ^ Od. 


with the 

By Walteu Savace Lamdok. 


LANE.~TH]E“ THOUSAND' AND ONE NIGHTS, “commonly called in 
England THE ARABIAN NIGHTS* ENTERTAINMENTS. Translated from tlm 
Arabic, with Notes, by l{DWAi<i> William Lank. Illustrated by many hundred 
EaKravtiigs from Designs by IIakvkv. Edited by Edwako Stanley Poolr. With a 
Pr*racn by Stahlky I.ank-Pocilk. Three Vols., demy Kvo, cloth extra, 7 m, Otl.eacb. 

EARWOOD (JA^B), WORKS BY. ~ ' 

THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illusts. Cr.Svo, cl eTtra, »«.6d. 
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERGY. Post 8vo, laid paper, half-bound, 9 a. 

I^nst 8vo, ciotii limp, 9 ar 0 il. each. 

F 0 RBN 8 I 0 ANECDOTES. I THEATRICAL ANECDOTES. 

I.EHUAtrK (R.'c:) WORKS BY. PostSvo, pict. cover, la. ca. ; cloth, ]a.Hil. ca. 
HARRY F^DYBR AT CAMBRIDGE. ^ • 

CONVERSATIONAL HINTS FOR YOUNG SHOOTERS; A GuM(< to Polite Talk. 

WOSKS’ BY. 

CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. Piintedon band-made paper, bound hi buckram, Sa. 
JBUX D*EyRlT. Edited b^HKNWv S. Lkigh. Post Kvo, plot)i limp, 9a. Od« 

LEYS (JOHN). "-THE LINDSAYS t A Romance. Po.st 8vo, iilust. bds.,’2s. 
unton“(e; lynn),"wobks by. Post 8 vq, cloth limp, lid. each. 

WITCH STORIES. i OURSELVES: IC.ssays on Women, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Hm, 4t<|. each; posi 8vn, ilbiBtrated board a, 9 «, each. 

PATRICIA KEMBALL. | lONE. UNDER WHICH LORD? 

*^®am dundas. “my LovEr i sowing the wind, 

THE WORLD WELL LOST. PABTON CAREW, Millionaire & MUer. 

Hvo, inustraU'd boaidK. 9 m. each. 

THE REBEL OP THE FAMILY. | WITH A SILKEN THREAD. 

THE ONE TOO MANY. Cr own S vo. cloth. Ifn. Hd. \ Shortly, 

FREE 8 H 00 TINQ : Extractslioir vVoikaoi Mrsn-iNTOM. Post Hvo, cloth, 9m. Gd. 

LONGFELLOW’S POETICAL' WORKS. With numerous Illustrations 

on Steel and Woal. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 7 ii. 0 d. 

LUCY.— GIDEON FLEYCE : A Novel. 'iBy IIenry \V, ITucy, ’Crown 

- RhiMiHted board s 9 m. 


MACALlPiNE (AVERY)r NOVELS B 
J 556 a SAK*- SvordoTh rxira. Y a. 

'Viih 6 lUnsts, by W. J, Hknnkssy. Crown Svo, cloth extra, He. 

WtCCOTt OjOGHi: NOVECS-RY. 

PACKET. Post Bvo, Illustrated boards, 3 a. 

.4 Crown 8vo, doth extra, «». 

MACDONELL.- QUAKER CQtJSiNS : A Novel. By Agnes MacdonsTu 

extra, lln, Gd. ; po^t Svo, illustrated hoards. 3 a« 

■ffl«rFrAYEgS~S«.5“<i5‘^ilKi 

w . j’ext.Svo. cloth limp, 9 a. Gd. 

undertones ; or, Music at^iilight. 

8yo. cloth ex tra, Gm." J 

Management : including full Praicti^ 

UuecUoos. Dy IT, C. Uk^woktu. 10 lllQstraUoux CrrSvo* la.| elolbi Sa« Gd« 


CHATTO U WINDU8, fll4, PICOADILLY. 


IS 


UcC^THY (JUSTIN, M.P.), WORKS BY. 

A HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIME^ fi om tbe Atctisslon of Queen VictorMi to the 
General Election of 181I0. hour Vola. demy 8vo, cloth extra, eech.—Alw 
A Popular Edition, in Four Vols., crown Svi^ cloth extra, Km. each. —And a 
luBiLEK Epition, With Alt Ajspcndix of li vents to the cndot i6b6,in TivoVolf., 
larve crown 8vo, cloth exira, Ym« U<I» eMcb 
A SHORT HISTORY OF OUK OWN TIMES. One Vol.. cromi 8vo. cloth extra, «•. 

<-ANoa CuKM* thiPur.AR Em itOK. post Dvo, cloth Uiup, :1 m. Ud« 

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR OEOROBS. Four Vo’s, deiiif hvo, cloth pxtrai 
l»M.each. _ fVuIa. L 

Cr. Avo, cl. extra, ;{«. fid, each: post Hvo, iJlii^t. bil>> . ‘Am. euch ; rl. Iiinp, :^v*IId.cach* 
THE WATKRDALE NBiGHBOURS. MISS MISANTHROPE. 

MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER. DONNA OUIXOTE. 

A FAIR SAXON. THE SmIeT OF A SEASON. 

LINLEY ROCHFORD. MAID OP ATHENS. 

DEAR LADY DISDAIN. CAMtOLA: AGitl with a Foitnoe. 

Cntwti Hvo, cloth extra, Hd. each. 

THE DICTATOR. I MED DIAMONDS. 

«*THE RIGHT HONOURABLE.*' Ity Itsfis MtCAUTiiv, M.P.,and Mrs.CAMPBXLL- 
l^R^En._ hounh hilitutn. ("town Rvo.rh.th*«‘xn 

McCarthy" (JUSTIN h.k works by. ~ 

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. J oor VoK. Mv.., I'iM. i^ach. fVok. I. A If. ri-rtdv. 
AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. C'lown hvo. 1 m.; cloth. ]».«ld. 
IRELAND SINCE THE UNION : in .h t:>iX-iKHr> O^wn Svo, cloth, tt». 

HAFIZ IN LONDON: Porsu*;.'' .'sanll bx.M -Ki •‘N. Hd. 

HARLEQUINADE: vtUiioi. Sm. 

OUR SENSATION NOVEL, Ci o>n ti\.\ pi. t.Jivt ov< t, f •«. ; ootli limp. t*. 64 . 
DOOM 1 An Atluiino t'laati hv-), n'< tun* i o*. ^*1, Im, 

DOLLY : A .Shctrli. tiowii Hvo, ].i« tiup i*oM*r, Im.s cloth huip. Im* fid. 

LILY LASS: A riuwii wm pirt norMVf*r, Im, ; i.lctiiH'op, fe. Ud. 

THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Pctsi.m T-.U^, Whh a Vhoiouravure* by 
Si'ANM.v L. Wooi\ 1 WO Vu^., ciown Hvo, h,»ll-hiiiuv), t:lw. ^ 

MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.). WORKS BY. 

WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAGINATION. Ten Volv.i.l, cxtiri, ^ilt In cloth 
rriM*, *Jf M. <Ji tli<' V«<Ih. tiMV hi* h.nt M’lnrafcly, iuj'iulitr U., at 'Je. wd. each. 

Vx'l. I. VV'nHIN AMU WiTIt.'l T, -rilK lllPtKM i.tll', 

,, If. Titr. IMS' uiF'-I'mi Wom« N.'-thmK op Sonnktt-Obhah Sowns. 

„ 111. Vn^l.l.v OP TMK 1>AVS AND NlliH1.4.--A ISuoK DP 

Rii.vdsiih: I’«ikhs.—Po»'MS por (' ifiLnaKN, 

,, IV. Pakaui.ks.-"Uai.lai)s.«--S#^utch Sosos, 

„ V. & VI. PnANTfSTRSi; A Faerie Rotnaoco, I Vol. VII, Tif* PotTenr, 
„V 1 IL TMK l.tOHr PbI! 0 ,PsS.— THK GiAMT’S HICART.— SHADOWSi, 

,, IX, Cross Pui'Po<ks,-'Thk Golwps Kky.— hr Carasovs.— Littlr pAVLiniiT 
„ X, TIIK CrUFL P4JS7t!R,— T mP VVoW o’ KlVVh».— T hK CaSTL*.— TM* DKOKlin 
Swotiii;-..— Tiiw Gray Wolf.— Usci.k Cornki ius. 

POETICAL WORKS OF QEOROS MAGDONAldT Coitectei and arranitod by th« 
Author, a vol?., crown Hvo. hiirkrom. Itls. 

A THREEFOLD CORO. EdifM by Glokok MacDonald. Pont Bvo« cloth, Ihh 
HEATHER AND SNOW; A iNovu. ~Ciuwit tF.v, cloth extra. He. Ud, 
PHANTASTE8: A Puerh^ Kotuiitmc. A Now Rdluon. With 23 liiustrallom by J. 
Ueil. Grown Svo, cloth XI ra ;Im. Od. 

MACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS: 89 PORTRAITS; with M<::dqm.s Ujot^raphifral, .CniRMl, 
Hiblio^raphirui. and Anrcd'itdi- n'Obtrattve of the Literature of the lormnr Italf «i 
thePieMJUl CtiMi’’ry, bv Wit.i.tAW JIUip a, H.A, Grown .?Vri. «lr 4 hje<tta,_TM. ffcd. 

BACQU'IA'D (HRS.'r W 6 rKS by:. Square hvo. chAh f xtra, Fm. lid. aii<-h. 
IN THE ARDENNES. With v* Uitiat rations by Thomas R .MM qriofU 
PICTURES AMO UUmDS FROM NORMANDY AMO BRITTAMY. $4 inosfratidna. 
THROUGH NDRIIAllMy. With fj2 liltntfations by T. k, Macquoid, and a 
THROUGH BRITNILNY. With 14 1 iluAtration? by T. R. MAnqvhio, and a Hap. 
ABOUT YORKSHIRE. Witu oy itittaueumirbf T. R. MACQVOttb Sqiiajra Svo, 
cloth extra, Ha. 

Po«:t Sv0, illustrated boards, Sa. r xeb. 

THE EVIL EYB. and othfT Stories . { LOST B OSE.. 


MAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK, THE ; PfTformjiijccs wUb Efsgs, Hats, &c. 

- Rdiifd by W. H. Ckkmi^x. zoq |lin:.tr 4 tions. Crown 8vo, cicth extra, 4a« OdU 



t6 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


HAOKA CHARTA : An Exact Facsimile o£ the Original in the'Britlsh 

MtiMitm. ^icet b^afoet, with jArma a nd Seals emblazoned ia Gold and Colours, go# 

MALLOCK (W' H.)r'WORKS"*BY. 

THE HEW REPUBLIC. Post Hvo. picture cover, Be. $ cloth limp, Od* 

THE HEW PAUL A VIROINIA i Positivism oa an Island. Post 8vo, cloth. Ba. BdU 
POEMS* Small 4to. parctiincnt. Nm. 

IS LIFE WORTH LIVINO? Crown Svo. cloth extra. Ba. 

A ROMAHCB OP THE HIMETBEHTH CBHTURY. Crown 8vo, cloth, Ga.| post 8V0, 
illustraicd boards, 


MALLORY’S (SIR THOMAS) MOBT D’ARTHURT^e Stories of 

Kior Arthur and of the Kui:;lits of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited bv B. 
Monk.omkkiis Kankinq, Post Hvo, cloth limp, Ba. ^ ' 




THB CHOp WORKS or MARK.fwMli: R«i«d 







»»i-5a’SKL'!aKa?8isss^ 
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pi mS « AVAl.'oYTHTillu’r^^ 

|VHS UWS or LIFB, AND THEIB RELATION TO DtSBAINS W 181 f» M, 

3 |TH B BOC CNSMUL trea tment or lep ro sy. Demy IIto. I» . 

NTO(WM.)-WAS SHE GOOD OB BAD? Ct.Evo.ls. ; dMh, tfcWT 

TFOBD (BjERTRAH), HOVELS BY^ Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3a. 414. each. 

I THE OUH'RUNNER : A Kotnance nf jifulnlanri. With Frontispiece by S. L.Wooo, 

' THE LUCK OF GERARD RIDGELEY. With a Promiftpieee by Stanlby L. Woodo 
THE KING'S ASSEGAI. With Six full-vatie lUnsitationt. 

RENSHAW FANNING'S QUEST. With Frontispioco by S. t.. Wood._ 

iOLESWORTH (MRS.), novels' BY.“ ■ “ 

, HATHERCOURT RECTORY. Post tivu. illnstratetl boards. !|b. 

. THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown 8vo.clntl^«.Od. 

MOORE (THOMAS). WORKS BY. 

THE EPICUREAN; and ALCIPHRON. Post Svn. half bomul. 'Ja. 

PROSE AND VERSE. With Suppressed ironi tho Mkmoirs or Lnao 

Bynom. Edited by R, II, SiiKpnKRD. With Fmti.iit. Ci 8vn, rl. et.i Ya. 414. 

MUDDOCK (X E.). STORIES BY. 

STORIES WEIRD AND WONDERFUL. rostHvo.illust!iinarfls.'ia.t rto(h,Va.04. 
THE DEAD HAN'S SECRET; or. The Vaitey of Gobi. With Froiitih|iji'ca by 
F. Barnard. Crown t<vo cloth extra. Ga. t post 8vo, i>liisirait:il hoards. 4a. 
FROM THE BOSOM OF THE DEEP. P.^t bvo. UlpMiaied hoaidit.^a. 

MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest. With 
13 Illnstraiioiis by STANf.KY L. Woop. Crown Hvo, cloth extra, 3a. 414. ^ 

MURRAY (D. “c;HRISTIE)r NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vn. cloth extra. 3a. 414. each : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 4a. each, 

A LIFE’S ATONEMENT. WAY OF THB WORLD BY TKB OATB OP THE SPA* 

JOSEPH'S COAT. A MODEL FATHER. A BIT OP HUMAN NATURE. 

COALS OF FIRE. OLD BLAZER'S HERO., FIRST PERSON SINOULARn 

VAL STRANGE. | HEARTS. CYNIC FORTUNE. I BOB MARTIN'S LITTLB 

Crown Svo, cloth extr.ii,'3a. 04. earh. (OIRL. 

TIME’S REYEBOES. ] A WASTED GRIME. | IN DIREST PERIL, {ShorUy, 
THE MAKING OF A NOVELIST t An Experiment in Autobiography. With n 
Collotype Portrait and Vii^etie. Crown 8vo, Irish linen, Oa. ^ 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) ft HENRY HERMAN, WORksISY. 

Crr>wn Hvo, I'loih extra, 3a. 414. c.sch { povt hvo, {Ibistiaied buat«H. 4a. each. 

ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS. I PAUL JONES'S ALIAS^i THBJBISHOW BIBUI. 

MURRAY (HENRY), NOVELS BY. Post Avo. niuxt. bds.. *AJi.ea.; cl., 4«.34,«a. 
AO AME OP BUJPF._ I _ A 80N0 OF SIXPENCE . 

lOEWBOLT.— TAKEN FROM THE ENEMY. By Henry Nbwbolt. 

Fcap. 8vo. cloth hoards, la. 414. 

NISBETlHUME), BOOKS StT ~ 

“BAIL UPl” Crown Rvo, cloth extra. 3a. 64. t poxt Bve, llinxtrated boards. 4sb 
DR. BERNARD ST. VINCENT. Po<tt Mvo. iUuttMicd boartls, 4a. 

LESSONS IN ART. With si IlIuBirationsr ' Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 4a. 04. 
WHERE ART BB0IN8. With a 7 j>lu»t^ Square 8yo, clojh extra. P"*64. 

NORRIS^ST^ ANN’Sj^ A By W.E.NoBRJg. Cr.8vq.3a.64.f5*o rf/yI 

n’HANLON (ALICE), NOVEIEjS BY. Post Avo. illustrated boordtt 4a. aaoh. 
U THE UNFOEESBBM. I CHANCE T OR FATE? 

OHNET (GEORGES), NGVETLS BY. PostSvo, IUBStraredteatdt,4a.ainh. 

DOCTOR RAMEAU. | _A LAST LOVE. _ 

A WEIRD OIPT . Crow n »vo. Hotb. 3 a. tW. , post 8vo, picture boa r ds. 4a. 

COQIPHAKT^MR^. )7 NOVEt^ BY. post Svo. illustrated boaiids, teaaehT* 
THB PR1HR08B PATH. I WUITBLAOIBSd 

m GREATEST HEIRESS IR EVOLUID. 

d^REiLtr (harihngton)::::life XMes6~f tfoii^ 

DIAMS: Fuiv Years on the Trait ico Illnsts, by P. FeaMXRNy. Croton Avo. Bn. 4Mv 

orBEuxntfis.b^yQ^se'A^ptfhtDNss.' 


iS 


BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


OUIOA. NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo»clM3»*««l«eacU; postfivo.illust.bds.,«j-yc^ 


HVLD IM BOaOAGE. 
TRIOOTRia. 
BTRATHMORB. 
CHANDOS. 

CECIL OABTLEMAIRE’S 
OAOE. 

QMDBR TWO FLAGS. 
PUCK, i XDALIA. 


Q¥W| vif| w". 

FOLLE'FARIME. 
ADOGOFFLAHDER8. 

Tm WOOOER 

SHOES. 

IN A WINTER CITY. 

ARIADNE. 

FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS. I PIFIBTRBM. 
A VILLAGE COMMUVt 
IN MAREMIIA. T 
BIMBl. 1 BTRLN* 
WANDA. 

FREBC0E8.J OTHW^ 
PRINCEBBNAPRAXnit 
OUILDEROY. I RUFFllB. 


Square 8vo, clotli extra, 5 m. each. 

BfllBI. With Nine Tllustrations by Eumunu H. Gakrktt. 

A DOG OF FLANDERS, &c. With Six lUtistr.'iUmis by Edmund H. Garrbtt. 
BANTA BARBARA. &c. Squaiebviridutli7oii»i crown 8vo, cluth. :Im. Od.; post 
Kvo, illithtrciu-d boards, i^M. _ 

TWO OFFENDERS. Square 8vr>, clot^xtra, 6 m. ) crown Bvo, cloth extra, Sn. 64. 
WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOSrseloctea'Yroni the Works of OuioA by F. Stombt 
, Mukkis. Post 8vo, cloth exti a, 5^ Edition, illustr ated boards, St e.- 

pAGE CH. A.), WORKS BY. 

^ THOREAU : 11 is Idfe and Aims. With Portrait. Pest 8vo, cloth limp, 2 m. 6«I. 
ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arninged on a New Principle. Crown 8vo.dotb extra, 5tt 

PASCXCS tRdVINClAt 'LETTERS. “A'New Translation, with His- 

joncal Introduction and Notes by T. M'CHig, D.D. Post 8vo, cloth lim p, 2 m. 

PAUL'—GENTLE^ND simple, by MAROARJiT ArpAiiL, With Frontis- 
iiiert' hv Hki.icn FATiM(«««tN C'lowii 8vo, cloth, 5 m. 6«l.t post 8vo, ilhist. hoards, 2 m. 

yxYiTTJAMiS). sdVEfs fir; 

Crown Rvo. oloth extra. Ifa. 6d. each; cost 8vo, illustrated boards. 2n. each. 

LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. A GRAPE FROM A THORN. 

WALTER'S WORD. FROM EXILE. I HOLIDAY TASKS. 

LESS BLACK THAH WE'RB THE CANON’S WARD. 


PAINTED, 

BY PROXY. I FOR CASH ONLY. 
HIOH SPIRITS. 

UNDER ONE ROOF. 

A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 


THE TALK OF THE TOWN. 
GLOW-WORM TALES. 

THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDOB. 
THE WORD AND THE WILL. 
THB BURNT MILLION. 


HUMOROUS STORIES. 

THB FOSTER BROTHERS. 
THE FAMILY SCAPBORAGB. 
MARRIED BENEATH HIM. 
BENTINCK’S TUTOR. 

A PERFECT TREASURE. 

A COUNTY FAMILY. 

Awolws’v^muic”; 

ATHESmtCY. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards’ 2*. each. 


FOUND DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE’S HARVEST. 

A NARINE RESIDENCE. 

MIRK ABBEY.! SOME PRIVATE YIBWli 
NOT WOOBl^ BUT WON. 

TWO HUNDIUD POUNDS REWARD. 
THB BEST OF HUSBANDS. 

HALVES. 

FALLEN FORTUNES. . 

WHAT HE COST HER. 

HIT: A MEMORY. 

A PRINCE OF THE BLOOD. 


THB CLYFFABDS OP CLYFFE, NUNNY STORIES. 

a MB*.*.. bvo, -cloth extra, IIm. 6d. each. 

ns^SIK? Frontispiece by Stanlby L. Wood. 

IN PERIL AND PRIVATION i^Stones of marimb Advkntukb. With ly lllnsta* 
XOTEB gllOl, THE **E EW8.'* Ciown 'Bto, ponrait cover, J.a| cloth, !.« tlEt 

WORKS BY. Po.r8vo,ei„il.:iM;^ 

ggs« gx tliacwMionc, 

Teo fut^^«c(!a Iltustratlons In G. D. McOMEIk , 
Ver, de SocUtC, Selerted by fi! C, P«WM«1A. 


" WOBKSTB^ PostSvo In. each; cloth 1 m. 6d. each. 

" PARADISE. 
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PltttABCH’S' UllTES~OrraMTfflOOS'»IK^^ 

by J. and Wm. Lanoii«rn«.. Portraits. Two Vnlfi.,d«niy 8vo.IOa.64* 

Pdfi'S (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS^Iitt P?<i^ ciiid 

trait, aod Facsimite#. Cr 8vo. cloth. »•* 64« 
fHB MYSTERY OPJIARIE ROaBT, Post 8vq. iHostrated boards, tio. 

j^E/jfJPOEtlCAL \jfpRKS;“;"P^^^^^^^ 

PpAED (MRS. CAMPBELL). NOVELS" BY* Post Rvo, ninst. Ms., m. 

THE BOMAMGE Of A STATION. ! «HB SOUL OF COUETBBS ADRIAN. 

<!rnwii'Svo. cU>tti7*Ii*^ '64. **a'*h. 

OUTLAW AND LAWMAKER. | CHRISTINA CHARD* Aorf/y. 

tMCE (E. C.); NOVELS BY. “ 

Crown Avi), cloth exti.n, 64. ^ach : Mst Bvo, iUuAtratM boards. t|«. each. 
VALENTINA. i THE FOREIGNERS _ | HRS LANCASTERS RIYAk 

OERALD^ Post 8va. ill b'Mnis, *Ah. 

farces PLCA.-RADNA. iiy Princess Oi.oa. Crown 8vo»cioth extra, 6». 

rBOCYOtt (RICHABD a., B.A'.), WORKS" BY. 

FLOWERS OF THE SKY. With 55 lllttiits. biiUll rrownSvo. cloth extra, M«* 64. 
EASY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps tor Kvt'ry NiRlit in the Year. Cr. Hvo, 6«. 
FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES Crown hvo. cloth i xtra. 0». 

SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 SuciPUtr>«. liciuy yvo.clolh ex..1lla.64* 
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. With lllusiratiuisA. (•>. 8v». cloth extra. Me. 
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. Weth nnine roua IlniMiaiions. Cr. Kvo. cloili 
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crnw.i avo. J 11.114. 

PRYCE.-MISS MAXWELL’S AFFECTIONS: ~Wy Kichamd Pky<Te. 

FrontiBpinoe by Hal f.tnn.ow. Cr. Hvo. cl.. ilii.jE4. ^ por-t 8vo.ilhv»t. baardK..Ma. 

IraMbOsson.' popular Astronomy. »y j.i<AMi.obHrN,T.au^ie 

of the [nAtitule of I'raoce. With iiuuifrens lUt^sN. Cruwiitlvo,rlAfhe,tia, 

SANfiOLPH."-AUNT”ABiaAlL' DYKES : A N-)v«l. ' By' lA'Coton.! 

Gkoaoc KAXD 01.VH. l'.S.A. Crown livo, cloth extra, V». <M. 

READE “(CHARLES), NOVELS BY; 

Ctown ^vo. •'lotii extia, He. 64. each ; poot 8vo. flluat. Ms.. He. each, 

PEG WOFFINGTON, llhistrated by S. I*. Fili^ks, K.A.-~AKoa I’ncKKT BoiTJON, 
set in New Type, in Kiae'vir tnyh;, fcap. 8vo. b.^iMealher. 4*. 6il*— ^And a Cheap 
Popular Koition of Pno Wokhsotom atnl CiiiettttiK JuUN»tuMK, the two 
Stories in i.>ae Vohirne, r»o<Iium avo. 64. ; clmh, li<* 

CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. llUiMraitd by William Small.-^ AKo a Pockkt Eimtion, 
sot ill New Tvtw'. in Klxrvir sivle. trap, Hvo, h.ilMeatlier. •J**, 414* 

IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. flhiMraie.1 bvC. J. PiNWM,t..— Also a Cheap 
I’npiiLAK i^i'irtos. i(>ediiiin hvo, poiti.iit e.ivr-r, Ii4»; cloih, f«. 

COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. IllQNt. Hatsiv Patrraoh. 
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, Aa lllu'<irMted by Matt Strictch. 
LOVE MB LITTLE. LOVE MB LONG. Illustrated by M. Ellxm Edwakoh. 

THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. IHusta. by Sir John GiLaxRT. K.A.. and C. Keknr. 
TUB CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH, llloattaled by CiiAtLEB KaEMa.^AlHO a 
Cheap Popular Kottion, medlttni Hvo, 64.; cluth, la. 

HARO CASH. Ilinstraicd by F. W. Lawson. 

GRIFFITH GAUNT. Illustrated by S. L. Fili/kt, R.A., and William ShaLU 
FOUL PLAY. Illostracrd by Gaoeae Du Maumibk. 

PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE. lUustratcfl by RonicirT Havnrs. 

A TERRIBLE TEMKATION. lltuxtrated by Kdwaru HLuiiEftaiid A. W.CooPffK. 
A SIMPLETON. liliKtruted by Katb Ckaupuko. 

THE WANDERING HEIR. Illost. by II. Patkrron. S. L. FiLDia, C. Gattw, Ac. 

A WOMAN-HATER. lUu&trated by TuoMAsCouLDjrRy. 

SINOLEHEART AND DOURLEFACE. Illustrated by P. MArNAV. 

GOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS, lUunt, by B.A.Ab 8 ky, Aa 
THE JILT, and ether stories. Illustrated by Joseph Nash. 

A PERILOUS SECRET, lllnstrated by Paai*. Ramnamiv 
READIANA* With a Stcebplete Portrait bf Charles Khads. 

> BIBLE CHARAGTBRSt Srodlet of David. Paul. Ac. Peep. 8vo, leatherotta, t«, 
THE CLOISTER AMO THE HEARTH, With an Introdnottoa by WAi/ricR Mr»aiit. 

Elxevir Edliion. 4 vots.epost Hvo, each wlib Front., cf. «x.,ciit lop, A4n, tboaet.' 
BEtBOnONB FROM TUB WORKS OFCHARUES RBADH CrotmSvd, with For* 
trnt;. biribrarn, 6 n. $ iv^st !lvr>, cloth litoo, He. 64. 

BIVES.-'BAKBARA DERlBS* By AmSur 'Hives.* A fehOT^Gf « 

or tbo Dead 7 " Crown 8vo, oloUt estra^ U«* 64 . ; post 8 vo, OItttt Ml., Ma, « 



BOOKS PUBLISHED. BY 


THE 01II»H»BITBMOU8b!““*^ 

IITSmT IM PALACE OARDBBS. SP.I.'LH??.®®**** 

PAISr WATER; IDLE TA LES. 

"WORKS ftV. 


ALFRED). WORKS BY7^ Sqnare 8vo, cloth giltf y** OiIe each. , , 
OUR 0 L 6 country towns. With M Illustrations; 

RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARKOW. With 50 illus^tions. 

ABOUT BNOLANP WITH PIC KENS. Wit h jSJl^usts^byC. A. Vamderh oof, 

Major’s Edition.) Wi^h 

37 Illustrations by Georok C'ruixsh^iu ^ost 8vo. half-bou nd, S>ii. 


SOBIKSOA CRUSOE. By Daniel Defoe. (Major’s Edition.) 

37 Illustrations by George Cruixshanr. ^ost Svo, haIf>boui 

RogawTf'rw.")." NOVELS b?:" 

WOMEN ARB STRANOE* Post 8vo, illustrated boards, » 

THE HAN DS O P iUSTICE. Ct. Svo. c loth e x., Un. .6dU tjpost Bvo, illuat. bda., 

K0HiNSi&N (PHIL). WORKS iBY* Crown Rvo, cloth extra, 6«. each. 

THB POETS' BlRDi I THE POETS' BEASTS. 

THE POETS AND NATURE: REPTILES, FISHES, AMD INSECTS. 

SOCHEFOljeAlJLffS MAXIMS ANDTiORAL'REFLECTlONS. With 

Notes, and an Intr^nUory Essay by SAi wTE»bEuv F.. Post 8vo, cloth li t np, iAa. 

ROLL 6P ISATTLE AfiBEY,~THE : A List of the Principal Warriors 

who cam e from Normandy with_\Villiam the Conqueror. Handsomely printed. «Sm. 

fidWLEV (BONTliUGH): WORKS bV. >Mrii™, etotV'»i»: «d.ea£h. ' 

PUNlANAt RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous lllui$tratiuna. 

MORE PUN 1 ANA. Protiiseiy (lltisirated. 

RUNCIMAH (JAMES), STORIES BY. ea. 

SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS. | GRACE BALMAIQM'S SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS. | 

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOK'S ANDTSoVELOYT 

Cr. 8vq. cloth extra, O*. each : post Svo, tllust. boards, tin. each ; cloth limp, Mu. 6d. ea. 

ROUND THB QALLBY-FIRE. A BOOK FOR THB HAMMOCK. 

IN THB MIDDLE WATCH. MYSTERY OP THB » OCEAN STAR." 

A VOYAGE TO THB GAPE. THE ROMANCE OP JENNY HABLOWB. 

Cr. 8vo, «tni, IIm. tM. ea. j post 8vo, iIliist.'board's,'»in. ea. ; cloth limp, Sl». Ud. ea. 
AM OCEAN TRAGEDY. ' I MY SHIPMATE LOUiSe. 

ALONE ON A WIDE WIDE SEA. 

25 HEAD, Pi>st 8vo, niuVt. boards, tin. ; cloth limp, ilM. 6d. 

THE QOOU SHIP "MOHOCK." Two Vols., cr. Hvo, cloth, lOn. net. \Shortty, 

RUSSELL (DORA). -A COUNTRY SWEETHEART." Three" Volss.,' 

crown Hvo, IOm. net. 

SAINT AUBYN (ALAN)7N0Vlte lYr 

a •n't Tau/Xb* **!“’*• boards, 3 a. each. 

• Note by Oliver Wknobll Holmes and Krontlsplece. 

THB JUNIOR DEAN. _ _J_ THE MASTER OF BT. BENBOICrS. 

•ekfew Ari% unit,.. boards,' I -..'«d.e.ich. 

THE OLD MAID'S SWEETHEART. J MODEST LITTLE BABA. 

VA are Aura 

TO HIS OWN MASTER. j ]E THE PACE OP THB WORLD. {Shartty, 

S ala (G^A.).- GASUGHT and daylight. Post Svo, boards, Ss, 
SAKSON.-SEVEN GEXERATiONS OF EXECUWNERS': Memoirs 

- Crown Hvo, cloth extra, tfd. 

SATOIJBDERS (JOHN), NOVELirBY: 

illustrated l^bards. 3a. each. 

DREAMERS, 

& . 59^***^ TO^THB WHEEL. Crown Hvo, clotTi extra, Ea. ftd. 

Saunders (Katharine)^ novels by. 

SlDEo!?? RfSSc tost 8v^fllustrMe<l lioardt, 3 o, 

MIDEOR 8 ROOK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Ea. Ud. 



OHATTO ft W INDU8, 814. PIOOADIUY. tt 

yard. Past and Present : Experiences of 37 Years. Uy 
Ex-Chlef-lnspector CAVAHAr.ii, Poai 8vo. illiHirauHl hoania, 9 «. ; c».ilh. ‘i«. 11 ^. 

SECRET OUTf THE: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Enter- 
uining Experiments m Drawing-room or “White Magic.” By W, M. CasMsa. 
JVrth 3 00 Illus trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, •!«. IMI. 

SESUiy fL. G.T WOSRS' BY. 

THE COUNTRy OF THE PASSION PLAY (OBERAMMERQAU) and theHighYaa 4 t 

Bavaria. With Map and 37 llhistraiions. Crown Hvo, cloth extra, :te. Ode 
W ALKS IN ALGIERS, with a Map% and i(> lllnsts. Ci own 8vo. cloth extra. On# 

SENIOR (wm;);~by'stream and sea: ■ Post bvos cjorh; 2s;od: 

SER6tANT(A.).-DR. ENDICOTTS EXPEhiaESY: a v5u.ri0srncr. 
SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB’S TALES FROM SHAKE* 

_ SPE AREe Wi th niuBt^, coloured and plain, by ). jMovK Smith. Cr. 4CO, :fa. Ode 

SHARK-CHILDREN OFfd-MORROW : A Novci." IJy Wiluam 

Sh.rp. Crown 8 m, cloth extra, 0 ^ 

SHELLEY.-THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF 

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. Kdiic<l. Prcfacid, and Annotated by K. llaaNa 
Shkpherd. Five Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards, Oh. 0 «I. each. 

POETICAL WOKKS. in Three Vols. : 

VoL 1 . liicmduecifin byth« Uditor; PMntliLipitMW FrAffmratsAr Nlchohon; Shellry't Com* 

stiotiMunce with StoiWctale; lli« %VAnd<>rint> lt>w;rjui>mi M^K with ilw Notetj AlaMor. 
and atLer Poein 4 . KuA.iliiid ami Itnieii . l*riiiiit«rhi-ith I'nWiiiult AxiftuaKv Art. 

Vol. II. Lauit and Cyihna: lh<* Oniti. FuImiiaiuI Mrf<ldali>: Swrliiwt/t the Tyiami Iha Wntliel 

KpiiMyvhMmn* littli«. 

Vol III. Po^tlll■•;4‘ Put'ins: 'I Ik* (,r An>ir. Iiy : ainl oihar Mi'i 8*4. 

PROSE WORKS, ill Two Vok ; 

Vol. I. 1 hb Twii kmnani Mi of St. Irvynr ; tha r)ulillnatid AUrlow rjiftphlala ; A RahiCa* 

ti.in ul Ik iMii , l.rllfist.i I ( l,;h Hunt, untl Miimi WiiunKV and rriitfinaiu*. 

Vol. II. The F.AMya*. I aitarN from Aliruax ; iimitvamt l•rA|;lllPnl^. I’.ditnJ by Mn, 

Witn a y. ap.I an Imlox of Ifrr Prtnin WuiLh. 

SHERXRhTR, Hi).- ROGUES : ^ Novel. Ciown'evo. I.. I cloth, i*. M. 
SHERIDAN (GENERAL): - PERSONAL MEMOIRS OP OENERAI; 

Pe He SHERIDAN. With Portraits and Factiiiiiles. Two VoIs„deiny Svo, cloth, tlAn, 

SHERIDAN’S (RICHARD' BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. 'With 

Lite and Aiiectiotea. Incindtnt; his UrHiiiatie WrittiiKa, Ins Works In Prone and 
Poetrv.TianslationB. Bpeeclifi ami fokc*. lo llliiMs. Cr.Svo, hf. •bound, Yh. Hal. 
THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, and other Pla>s. Por.t bvo.piintetl 
on laid paper .md halt bound, lin, 

•HERIDArS COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 

Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a iltographical Sketch, by 
Branork M ATTMKwn. With I llnstration.s. Demy Svo, hnif-parchmeni, lS|n* 6a|, 

^eV'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, inclutl. 

tng alt those* in "Arcadia." With Horirait, MeinoiiaMntroduction, Notea, Ac. by the 
Rev. A. B. Grosart^ D.D. Three Vols., crfiwn gvo. ckuh b^rilii, 

^GNBOARDS: Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 

and Remarkable Charactcis. by Ucon Larwood and John Camdrn Huttkn 
W ith Colouicd Frontiipiece and 44 lllustrationa. Crown Rvo, cloth extra. Yn. Oxl* 


SIMS (GEO. R.), WORKS BY. Post Svo. ill>m. biK. :l*, ra. cl. linip,*AN.O«l.«a. 
BOOUES AND VAGABONDS. ‘ MARY JANE MARRIED. 

THE RING 0* BELLS. TALES OF TO-DAY. 

MARY JANE’S MEMOIRS. DRAMAS OF LIFE. With So Illiiatralient. 

TINKLBTOFS crime. With s Frontnpiece bv MAifRitK GRRiPVftNMAOSN* 


SEPH: A Circus Story, Ac. i MY TWO WIVES. 

memoirs OF A LANDLA DY. I SCE NES FROM THE SHOW. (SAerffy. 

Crown 8vo. ptetorr rxiver. fa. »‘a<di ; rU/tli. In. 6d. (*ach. 

BOW THE POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON. 

THE DAQOHET RECITER AID READER: being Keadinga and Redutloos to 
Prose and Ven»e, selecte*! front hw owu Works bv uroror R. Sims. 

THE CASE OFjOMROB^CANOLBMASeJ DAQONET DITTIES. _ 
SISTl^lKfKA :“A BToKraphyr'Iiy'MASOARET LdNSDALB."^ WitCTbur 
lllnstrationa. Demy 8vo. picture rover. 4«l.t cloth, Od. , 

agreHEEK^iTMATCff INITHB DAfilC "dTSStouJ S 5*TCHLi»: 

Post Svo, iilutirated boards, 'Ao. 


„ BOOKS PUBLISHED BY ' 

S[SlfOi(5H81fSSinWE): Kfymolcigical, Historical, and' Juec- 

domi, Crown Hvo, fj^th.****^** **’*• . . 

MIHCK^OF^ m I«tists. Post 8«o, doth extra, m 

IhI WOoSiO of ta? VUMBH witc h, lllaaira ied. Pos t 8vo, cloth, »iu 

SBClfilTTNTSNDON, Crown iJvoris. ; cloth, is. 6 d . 

SOCIETY^IfT PARISf ; ' the Upfw A beries of Letters 

from Count Paul Vasili to a Younjs Frenrl^iploinatj_ Crwn 8vo.^th, 6»s^ 

Somerset. - SONGS oP 'ADIEU. By' Lofd hbnbV soMBisEf, 

bma ll 41 0 , Japane sn vcllnm^afti .. 

SPALbiNO.-ELiZABEfHANlDiEMONOLOGY : An Essay on the Belief 

ill Uio Kxistfince of Uftvila. Ity T. A. bPA LUiMG, L L.B. Ci own 8vo, cloth e nt rA, 5s« 

SPEIGHT (TrW.VHOVEtfi'BYr , „ ^ 

Post 8v», illustrated boartls, 2n» each. 


THE 178TERIES OF HEBOH DYKE. 
BY DEVIOUS WAYS. &c. 
HOODWINKED; and THE SAMOY- 
CROn MYSTERY, 


THE GOLDEN HOOP. 

BACK TO LIFE, 

THE LOUDWATER TRAGEDTi 

J»yR00‘8 ROMANCE. 

Post 8vOb doth Ump, Am. IM. each. 

r WIFE OR NO WIFE? 


A BARREN TITLE. 

THE BANOYCROFT MYSTERY. 'Crown Kvo, picture cover. Jo. 

A SECRET OF THE SEA. Crowi 8yo, cloth exjtia, II*. ttiK 

SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By m7h, towRy, Wfth Illustrations 

by Waltku J. Morgan, Crown 4 to, clo th extra, Su. tt<l. 

STARRY DEAVENS (THE) : A PoeticaL’ Birthday Book, Royal 

inmo, cloth rxti a, *iN. G«l« 


SfAimTOK.-THE UWS AHlT PBACiacrOF” SHESS. With an 

Analysis of tbe Openinxs. Uy Howard Staumtom. Edited by Robert B. Wormald. 
Crown Bvq, clotlu'Xtra, fS«. ^ 

worUsby ' 


i?rEi}MAS'(ErcA 

VIOTORMR niBn. 


Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Du. each. 

1 THE POETS OF AMEBICJU 

SllRKDAtE.- THS’SPMAK 'OT'EI A'Fovel. By Robert 

Armitagr Strrnpai.k. Cr. 8vo, clot*i "tra. ^w . 6«l .; post 8vo,i nost. bf^s. *Am. 

StEVEHSbK (SrL&'UTSirwGl '.'S'iY. i^t'8TO,ci.iW7aihMreacir 

TRAVRU WITH R DtHIKET. S<'vv . fe Edit. Willi. Fionlis.b;W.i,nKCB*)i.. 
AN INLAND VOTAOE. Fourth Kdii’., n. ^ With a Frontispiece by Walter Cranr. 

Crown Hvo, linokrA'*! eilt ion, tf u. each. 

FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. SiMh Edition. 

THE MERRY HEN. Third Kdition. I UNDERWOODS: Poema. Fillh Edition. 
MEMORIES AND PORTRAtTB. Third kdiiion. 

VIROINIBUSPUERl^UE, and other Papers. Seventh Edition. 1 BALLADE. 
ACROSS THE PLAINS, with other Mcnioiles and Essays. 

HEW ARABIAN N10HT8, 'F.lt'vcntirEdTtiohr Crown Hvo, buckram, gilt top^ Ma.| 
post Hvo, illusiridteii boards, fl*. 

THE SUICIDE CLUB; and THE BAJAH'8 DIAMOND. (Prom Nf.w Arabtah 

Nkihth.I With h llhistr.'itioDs by W. J. Hrnnvssv. Crown 8vo, cloth, Ga. 
PRINCE OTTO. Sixth Edition, Svo, illustrated Imards. iia. 

FATHER DAMIEN: An O^ien Letter to the Rev. Dr. H>^e. Second Edition. 

Crown 8vo, inuid-aiade and brown paper, la. 

THE EDINBURGH EDITION ISP^HEWrI^ ROBERT LOUIE ETBVEN- 
****■• ^^”7 *®** het- Prospectuses and Specimens 

ot this Hdition (which Is limitod to i,ooo copies) maybe had from any B^kseller. 
Tn*’ Vols. will aopenr at the rate of one a month, beginning with Oct. i8it. 

gTin)flAhDr-SUMMErcSUlSlNG10HS~E5Ut0EiSr^ 

C. V Vasrrw STonuAKD. Illustrated by Wallia M ackav, Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, ils. $«, 

StDSlES FROM FORRlONnNbVRLlSt^ With Notices by HBLENasd 

Alicr /tuuKKN. Crown Hvo, cloth extra. .T«. tM,t post 8vD.nimtrated boazd>,aii. . 

STRAHOE MAHUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPEK CYtiNDES. 

~ p<»t »«>. iii«»L bds., in. > 

Si^ANGE SECRETS. ToWhv Conan Dovlf, Percy FiT2GBRAL£'^oi> 
svet MARRrAT.&o. Post 8vp,i»tt8trBted boards. Ue. 





S4 _ BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

TIMBS (JOHN), WORK^ BY* crown Itvo, doth extra. 7*. Sd* each. 

THE HIBTOKY OF CLUBS AND CLUB LIFB IH LONDON: Anecdotaa of ill 
Famous Cotr(*e*hnuses, Hosid-'ies. anti Taverns. With 4a Illustrations. 
ENOLISH ECCENTRiCS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Delusions, Impos- 
tures, SfMrtiuU Scenes, Ecc?i.tiic Artists. Theatrical Polk, &c. 48 illustratiooa, 

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS* B Y 

Bd. each •, post 8vo. inuslratet) boards. 9«. eaeh. 
the WAY WE LIVE NOW. I NR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAHluT^ 

FRAU FROHMANN.! MARI ON FAY. | THE LA ND-LEAOUERS. 

Post 8vo, lilustratedlboards, de. each, 

tv. I BD 


KEPT IN THE DARK. 

OOLDEN LION OP ORANPERB. 


TROLLOPE (FRANCES e!"), 

Crown 8 VO, cloth extra, .*i«. Bd. 
r.riro auttiB viamu 


AMERICAN SENATOR. 
JOHN CALDIGATE. 


NOVELS BY. 


P®** ®vo. illustrated boards, 9n. each. 

LIKE SHIPS UPON THE SEA. | MABEL'S PROGRESS. | ANNE FURNBBI* 
TROLLOPE (T. A.). -DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. Po,rsv., niuu.bd,.,*.. 
TROWBRIDGE, -PARNELL’S FOLLY: A Novel, By J. T. Trow* 

HKiiMfK. Post Hvo, illiistnitcd boards. 

TYTLER (C. 'O. FHASER-),-MISTRESS "JODITH : T NoTOi~% 

< . 1-KAsKK- rvTf.K*. Clown Hvo. clotii cKiiH, .Tm. Gd. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 9«. 

TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY. ' 

£!''*■ *»•**• ‘Mhi pn.tSTO.illii.tratM board,. ItfceMh. 
L»D» BW? * bubied dmxohds. ’ 

LADY BELL. _ j THE BLACKHALL GHOSTS* 

aMTBHKi BEAST. 

Sil8J‘5l!go*%‘“ ?«J5ISbiYi5iYi5S* ®"““* 

"*^??ifcJn!L^«??E.*^“AOAINST 0 WEN.-%-aClW 

vv A ouSeV'l J-.b. CwMPTON^Crown 8vo, doth extra, 3a. Gd. 

bond, By“ L inda Villari. FcapT8\''o"ls ” 


^ ^ Lords, Scotch and 

•• “* olOmV.Mi 


“»»**•». Am> Brnns w owinm 


L rUMVS, BA^ 

T **”^'** ^*®*>‘* K«h «>«*. ii. — — , . 

WALT WmWASn^Ss-^^^ 

Wl(.LtAM M.Rosskw* ur:»kD^-. -t — 


lr«, u °™y>i5« ‘n » el«f P* I" • 

Ofcv Harris Nicolas, and St . *^y _L OTTQa. With Memoirs and " 

^ard fHrRurnTinvniui i- n c«»n.8TO.do.h..H.,.. . 


wvBYSiBr^i, 


sTtar 


iTK WOfikS' by: _ 

™aTS?.SdTB.®5I3!'"i^rt »* ni»t«tkm, to .to 

pT r ta" p". fTANLEY'S REAR Guj&lk*^ WiS a atZ;*^®'***^*^ 5**' 
r.itC.!». pQjt J ^^AKD* With s Map by p. S, Wsu,!^ 



CHATTO & WINDUS. fll4, PICCADILLY. 1$ 

WARNES.-A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY. By Charles ]3vui.ky 

W a rner. Croi»ii isvo, cloth ir^ f|«. 

WifeBANT'TO EXECUTE' CHABtES I. ATaciimiieVvrithr ih« 59 

Signatures and Si-als. Piintcd on l>ai>er ss in. by T4 in. 

WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QU^EEM OF SCOTS. A Facaimile, Including 

Queen Elirabeth's Signature and the Oieat Seal. *J«. 

WX^ERMANNTULLIAS), NOVELS by." 

THE DAFFODILS. Crown 8vo, la*; cloth, la. 6d. 


THE MAR0UI8 OF CARABAS.' By 'A aroh Watson and Lillias Wassbrmann. 
Post bvo, illustrated boards, Tn. 

S?imEE~HOW"TO"EOBETEtirTffEriStTi™^ 

TRO SCOPB. By F. W. Cory. With lo lUa 9 trAtiuns._ Ci. 8 vo, la. | cloth, la. IM» 

WEsTALL (WMam).''-tWST^ 6 HEYr Post' 8 vo. .fluMTlnGT, 2 s. 
WHISK^aOW TO f£AY"SOiO WHlSTTliy Abkaham S. Was. 

and CHARLK.S F. Pardtin. New Edition. Post bvo, cloth limp, tia. 

VnilTE.-TlfE'NATOB'Ai:'lIISTOfiY OF SEL'BOfiNE."BiliiIitB*T 

White, M.A. Post bvo, prniied on laid paper and h.ill‘buunLl, *d«. 

WlLLlAMSlW. MATTIEU, F.R. A.S:)7 WORKS BY. ™ “ 

SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown tivo. cloth extra, 7m, ll«l. 

A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With lllusis. Cr.dvo, cimh hnip. Ha* 6 <l. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown -Mvo. cloth aatiu, Oa. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKINQ. Ciuwu bvo. rioili extra, 9a. 
A VINDICATION OF PHRENOLOGY. With Portiait and over 40 lllusUAtlona. 
Demy 8 vo, cloth extra, 19«. Hd. 

SrariAMSON (MRS. F. H.).-A CHILD W1D0'W._ Post hvo, b4ls , 2S. 
WitSON (DR. ANDREW,~P.B.^E:r Works ■&¥.“ 

OHAPTEB 8 ON EVOLUTION. With jso lliiistrationit. Cr. bvo, cloth extra, Fa. 9d. 
LEAVES FROM A NATURALI 8 T*S NOTE*BOOH, Po..t bvD. cloth Ihup, t|a. lid. 
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Iltu<<ttatioiiH, Ciuwa Bvo. rhtth exiia, Oa. 
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE. With iimncrous l^ll^ts. Cr. Kvo, cl. ex., Oa. 
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM, liluaix, Cr. Bvu, la.; cl., la,lld. 
GLIMPSES OF NATURE. With t 5 iniistraluiiik. Cmwo Kvo, clttih exiia. ilM.4ld. 

WINTER (J. S.>, STORIES BY. PoAl bvo, ilhisliaied bo.iidK, ;!«* each) 

cloth limp, 9a. lid. ejch. 

CAVALRY LIFE. _ I REGIMENTAL LEOBNDS. 

A SOLDIER'S CHILDREN. With }4 t 1 liisM.itiou« by Iv.G. T homson and E. Stuart 
IIakhv. Crown bvo,’< lulli exir.(, lla. fid. 

WISSII(ANN.-MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATuRIAL 

AFRICA. By Hermann ton WiasMANN.^Witli nx lllusiit. Demy bvo, 
WOODT-SABINA:" A^Novel. Hy” I.ady VVdoij. Ptjst Hvo, boAnlu. 2s. 
WODDYH. F.i, DEf ECTIVE'SYOSIES BY. pot.t” 8 vri. hoard*. each, 

^ PAMENOBR FROM ! EH 0 LI 8 HMAH OF THE RUE CAIN. 


WOLLEY.-BACHEL ARMSTRONG; or, J-ove and "I bnoUtf^y, 

Ceua Pakkeh WooiXKV. _J'o*t bvo, iihi^tff^d t^-irdR, 9a. ; clot h, 9 a. Hd. ^ 


liy 


WRIGHT (THOMAS), WORKS BY. crown bvo, cloth extia. Fa, 6d. each. 
^ CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE OEOROES. Wjth 400 CancattiK**. SquibA.ere, 
history OF CARICATURE AND OF THE OROTESQUB IN ART, LITfiRA- 
TUBE, WULPTURE, AND J|AIOTINO._ Illustrate F,_VV^ 

^NMAN.— MY FLIRTATIONS. By M.rca.et With *3 

Illustrations by J. Bernard FiorrRipaK, Crown bvo. cloth extra. (Sd* 

VAT RS (EDMIINDX novels BY.« Post Svo, illustrated boards. 9a» each. 

X lillD At LAST. I THE FORLORN HOPE. I CASTAWAY. 
90LA(£MflLti), MOVl^lLOy. cirown ci'oth exirilss, 6d. "tsacit" 

A* THE DOWNFALL. Translated by E. A. VixirTKi.T,Y. Ponrth Edition. Kcviwd. 
THE DREAM. Translated by Emxa Cnahe. With 8 Il'.ufttrations by jt anniot. 
DOCTOR PASCAL. Translated by K. A. Vizhtellt. WUh Portrait ot me Author. 
HOMRT. Translated by Ernest A. Vmetei.ly. 

GOURDES. Translated by £. A. Vizetklly. _ 

■MILB SOLA: A Biography Wk. IL S»KaAVD._Wtt]i Pottralto, flloftratlosii 
SBd PeMimtlo Letter. Deny «vo, cloth e»r«, t9«. 
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fiOOKd publisheo bv 


LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 

For fuller cataloi^ing, see alphabetical arrangenuntt pp, x-as- ' 

THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY.” ~po9t^o,cirth limp, 

AJonmey Rsuod My Boom. ByXAvias 


PR Maiatrk. 


^dtp^nd OulddUlM.^ 


Fovonalo Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwooix. 
Theatrloai Anecdotes. lAcon Larwooo. 
deuxd'Esprlt. Edited by Hbnry S. Lbioii. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lykii Linton. 
Oorselves. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Pastimes ft Players. By R. Macorbooi. 
Mew Paul and Virginia. W.H.Maixock. 
Mew Republic. By W. H. Mawockt 
Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. Pennrll. 
Pegasus Re-Baddled. ByH.C.PBNNKLt. 
Muses of Mayfair. Ed. H. C. Pknnrll. 
Thoreau : His Life ft Aims. By H. A. Paob. 
Punlana. By Hon. Hugh Rowlry. 

More Punlana. By Hon. Hugh Rowlby. 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. 

By Stream and Sea. By Wm. Senior. 
Leaves from a Maturallst*s Mote-Book* 
By Pr. Andrew Wilson. 


/Agony Oolumn of ‘*the Times.** 

Melanohoiy Anatomised: AbridRineut of 
•* Ktirtoii's An.i(oTny ot Melatir.holy.*' 

Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. Dohson. 

The Onboard Papers. By Kin-Bkc. 

W. B. (filbert’s Plays. First Srriks. 

W. 8. Gilbert's Plays. Skcond Skriks. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 

Animals and Masters. By Sir A. Hscrs. 

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 

Ourloilttes of Criticism. H. J. Ipkntngs. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. 

Pencil and Palette. By R. Krmpt. 

Little Essays: troin Lamb^s Letters. 

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY, post Svo, doth Ump. tie. per Volume. 
Biurard Taylor's Diversions of the Echo i Jesse’s Scenes of Country Life. 

Club. Leigh Hunt*! Tale for a Chimney 

Bennett’s Ballad History of England. Corner. 

Bennett's Songs for Bailors. Mallory’s Mort d'Arthnr: Selections. 

Godwin's Lives of the Meoromancers. Pascars Provincial Letters. 

Pops's Poetical Works. Rochefoucauld’s Maxims ft Rclleetlonf* 

Holmes's Autocrat of Breakfast Table. 


THE WANDERER’S LIBRARY. 

Wanderings In Patagonia. By Julius 
Berrhohm. llluEttmuid. 

Camp Motes. By Frederick Boylk. 
Savage Lift. By Frederick Bovlr. 
Msrrls England In the Olden Time. By 
G. Daniel. Illustrated by Cruikshank. 
Otreus Life. By Thomas Frost. 

Lives of the Conjurers. Thomas Frost. 
The Old Showmen and the Old London 
Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

I(«W;^t(ll Dssps . By James Greenwood. 


Crown 8vO| cloth extra, «Sa. 6d. each. 
Wilds of London. Iambs Grrbnwood. 
Tunis, Chev. Hk.ssb*wartboq. Yallinsts. 
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack. 
World Behind the Soenes. P.Fitzgkkald. 
Tavern Anecdotes' and Sayings. 

The Oenlal Showman. By E.P. Hingston. 
Story of London Parks. Jacob Larwood. 
London Characters. By Hrnrv Mavhkw. 
Seven Generations of Executioners. 
Summer Cruising In the South Seas* 
C. Warrkn Stoddard, illustrated. 


POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS. 
Rarnr Flndyer at Cambridge. 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story, Bret Harts, 

Twins of Table Mountain. Bret Harts. 


Snow-bound at Eagle's. By Bret H aktx. 
A Day’s Tour. By Percy Fivxgkrald, 
Bether’s Glove. By K. K. Prancillon. 
Sentenced I By Somkkvillk Gibnby. 

The Pmfeswr’s Wife. By L, Graham. 
lirs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 


Lily Lass. Justin 11. McCarthy. 

Was She Good or Bad7 By W. Minto. 
Motes from the <^Hews.*' By Jas. Pavn. 
Itoyond th^ Gates. By E. S. Pj 


luuAN Hawthorne. 

Niagara Spray. By J. Hotr.iNr.snEAD, 

A Momancs of the Qusen’s Hounds. By 
Charles James, 

Garden that Paid Rent. Tom JerroliT. 
tet by the Mess. By AerHUK Kkyeer. 
J^rssa ItasM. By A. MacAlyink. 

)• McCartmt. 


Dofly * By jlifl”***--*' 


Mlly. Justin H. McCarthy. 

HANDY NOVELS. 


Beyond t* ^ _ 

Old Maid’s Paradise. By B. S. Phelps. 
Burglars In Paradise. By £. S. Phelps. 
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. Phelps. 
Trooping with Crows. By C. L. Pirkis. 
Bible Characters. By Charles Reads. 
Rogues. By R. H. Shrrard. 

The Dajfonet Reciter. By G. R. Sims. 
How itie Poor Live. By G. R. Sims. 
Case of Q^rge Candlemas. G. R. Simp 
Sandycroft Mystew. T. W. Speight. 
Hoodwinked. By T. W. Speight. 
Faj^er OamioBu By R. L. Stevenson. 

A Double Bond. By Linda Vilmri. 

Hv Ufo with Stanley’s Rear GnaML By 
Hkrbert Ward. 


J, - ^ ~ Pcsp«8vo, cloth boards, In. 64. each. 

1 ?»k«nffomtheRneray.,H. 




MEWPOLT. 
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[jbvr FronehwomMi 




*• ./•’•ntert on laid pa| 

®y^OSTI!l UORSON. 

Oitattm and Examination of WllUam 

. By W. S, Lahixw. 

The Journal of Haurlce de Guerin. 


III'IHIO Johnstone. UvCtriisuF<i(KsADti 
Wiitj a Fhoiovravurv FroiUiituiccti. 
WoWntfton. By CitAKt.Ks Keane. 
The Draniatlo Essays of ChaTUs Lamk 


library. Post 8vt , piintnl on laid paper and !»f.-bd.. 2«. each. 

n. White's Natural History of Selbome. 


***** * W»*JiA J 

no Essays of Ella. By CHAki.Ks Lam«. 

5n??2S*“ ^'“W'k-hakk. 

O'****?!®*. By Thomas Hood, 
AVuh Ss Illustrations. 

^e Barber’s Chair, &c. By D. Jkrrold. 
Gastronomy. BvB«ir.LAT-SAVAHfs. 

' ■* Moors. 

Leidh Hunt's Essays. Ed. K Oli.tvr. 


nasss«i«« niBVvL- w a^wwaapwo 

Gulliver's Travels, Ac iiy Dean Swift. 
Plays, By Ku:ha«i» H«issi.fcv SnesinAs. 
Anecdotes of the Clerdy. j. Urwuop. 
Thomson's Seasons. lUiist rated. 

The Aucoorat of the Breakfast-Table 
and The Professer at the Ereakfast- 
Tahl**, P.v * 'T ivvu Hai.mkv. 


THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

LiBRiRT Bditioms OF NOVELS, Tuaity lliu itrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3«, 6«|. each. 
““ «y 11 AI. 1 , I'.kf.'NK. 


^ By F. fli. Alil.KlV. 

Oresa ai Onn. 

By GBAIVT Al^f.KiV. 

niUstb. I Thla Mortal C^ll. 

Babylon. The Great Taboo. 

Btnage Storlea Dunareaq • Oao^ler. 

Bockonms Hand. Blooi Boval. 

XnaUSbadei. DacbeM of Fowriland. 

Tbo Tente of Shan. Zvaa Oroeta Maaiar. 

for HalmlA a Sako, pi.^ce. 

The Oevlli Die. Tbe Seallyvag. 

By BISWIN li, Aanr 01 .D. 

Phra the PtuBBiciaa. 

The Gonitable of St. Nicholas. 

By AliAN HT. AVBYN. 

A Polio* of Trinity, To hla 0«n Master. 


Tbe Janier Dean 
Ifaeter of SCBenedlct' 


In the Pace 
World. 


By Brr. M. BAKING GOFl.B, 

Red Spider. I Kvt. 

By ROBEKT BARR. 

In a Steamer Chair. I From Whoie Sonmo, 
By FRANK IIAICKEI'Y. 

The Womaa of the Iron Bracelets. 

By ••BEJ.EB.** 

Tashtt and Esther. 

By TV. BEMANT & J. KrUK. 

Ky Little Girl. The Ten Peari Tenant. 

Oaie of Mr LoerafL Rs^yMbney MorUboy. 

This Son of Vulcan. With Karp and Gmwa. 

Tbs Golden ButterSy 'Twas In Traf^ara 
By Celia ■ Arbour. Bay. 

The Honks of Tbelsaa. The OhapUia of tho 
Tho Seasay Bide. PleeA 

By TVAI.TBR BBMANT, 


Uncle Jack. 
CblldrenelOlbeen. 
BeUerse,Pa«l'B. 
ToCaU BerMinf. 
TheBolTReae. 

‘ BOTifor LyenesM 
XaUMrine's by tho 


An Sorto and Oondt* 
tlOBserUeB. 

TheCaptatoaltep^ 

All la a Garden Fahr. 

Kerr Panlui 
The Ivory Cato, 
ne World Went Very 

Well Then. 

fw faith andPNodoaa Verbena OoieUls Sto- 

S!JS^<SS!- u’SSiho^ 

BT BODKItT BOCHANAIV. 
•hade* oCtlw sword, ^a tor Evor. 

TboVewABolsri. 

^ 

|pd MNl^s VbS. Eddaad Wbitf Kesther. 


The Rhadow of a Crime, i The Deemster. 

A Boa of Uagar. | 

Ky MA^-I'ABKN COBBAN. 
The Red Boitaa, i The Borden of Isabel, 

RIORT. de PRANCKRI COia^lNA, 
fraumliratlnn. i From Mldnlsht to Mid- 
W^k^itb a Scholar. nicbt. ^ 

Tho Village Comedy. | Tea>Uy mo Fatso. 

By TVIJiKIK «101.LINM. 

Annadals. ‘ 

Atter Dark. 


No Hams. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Ride and Seek. 

The Dead Secret. 

S een ufHearia. 

t Misiellanlee 
Ms Woman In White. 
Tbs Moeiistooe. 

Man and Wife. 

Poor Miss Finch. 

MUs or Mrs 
Tbe New HagdalM. 


T^ Frosen Deep. 
MoTwoDoetteles. 

The La* and tee Lady. 
The Hnunted Bolal. 
Tho Fallen Loaves 

Heart and SeltnoO. 

'• I Bay No." 

Uttle Novels 
Tbe Svtl Oenina. 
MeUimry otCUn. 
ARpfuo’o Life. 
BUndLove. 


^ _ By BUTTON COOK, 

Paul Foster s Danghter. 

By K. II, C'OOFBII, 

Ueeflory Vamiiton. 

^ Hy r.cEcw. tiovicM. 

By « • k«bb«t cbasdovk. 

Bis Vanldied Star. 

By WTATT URIBU 

Advtnterts of a Fair Rebel. 

By B. .H. UUOHKR. 

RJRr'ffir*' |?S5iffa2SI^ 

■“ l'* 1 oLot.* 


A Femtly Llkeaeas, 


. CYFJUBN. 

Hearts of Gold. 

_ By AEPttONIIB BAUBBT. 

Tho EvaageUsk : or. Port Salvation. 

bavibmon, 

Mr. Badlor's Dahgktera. 

By BRAmVS BAWOON. 

Tho Foutete of TanO. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


The Pi<;cADU.i.v(i/6) Novels- 

Hf DICK. DONDITAN. 
ftMkcd to Itoftm. I Mae flf®» Itonditotor. 

Br A. COPIAN DOVJjB. 

Thf rira of OlrdiMton*. 

Uf .tltH. ANNIB EDWABDES. 
ArckldLoveU. 

By tS, ?IANVir«I<E FENIY. 

The Haw Miitrui. | Wltwjtt to toe Dead. 
TJuflEerLUr | Tka White Vlrgm. 

Br PEBCV FITZCiEUAliD. 

Dtol Zero. 

By B. E. FBAmClIiliON. 

QntaB Cophatva. Xing or 1 

One by One. Bopaa of Band. 

A Doe and hli Shadow. Jack Doyle'a Danghtar. 
A Btai Qvaan. 

Prrf.br Mir BABTliE FBEKE. 

randurang Hart. 

By ICDIVABD OAKRETT. 

The Oapal Olrla. 

By PAVI^ BACI^OT. 
the Kad SUrU. 

Hr ClIABliEM IdlBBON, 

XoMb Gray. I M Blto Dagraa. 

Loving a Draaia. I The flower of toe 
The OoldoD Shaft. I Foraat. 

Br K. €af<%NVIIiIiE« 

The Loet HalraM. I fha f oaalckar. 

A Fair Colonlat. I 

By E. .1. 4.:OODI!IA]V. 

Tha Fata of Herbert Wayne. 

By riii tt, BUIVFJTII. 

Corlnlbia Maraaion. 

Hr MVDNEV BRl/NDV*: » 

Tha Daya of hta Vanity. 

By TIIOitlAM flAKDVo 

Under tha Oraoawood Tree. 

By BRET II ARTE.* 

A Wair of the Flalna Colonel Starbottla'a 
Bally Pow« Client. 

A ward of Uie Golden Bnav. 

Gale ^ ^ A Proli'g-a of JacI 

A Bi^pho of Green HAuUna 

Sprlnga. BaU-Eingar of Angel a 

By JClilAS HAWTHORNE. 

gorth. Beatrts Eandolph, 

ClUca Quenlln. David Poindexter a Dla- 

iahaaUan gtroaaa. appe.iranco. 

Doat The Spectra of tha 

Fortune a Fool. Camara 

, ^ By Mir A. UEliPM. 

Ivan da Biron. 

By I. HENDERNON, 

Agatha Page. 

. ^ By B. A. IIBNTV. 

Egjnh tha Juggler. \ Dorothy'e Donhli. 

By JOHN UIIaIa. 


The Piixadilly fi/6) Novels— coiif<iMMtf« 
By E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kamhall. Bowing too Wind. 

Under which Lord I The Atonamnnt of loaa 

‘l^Lovol" Dandaa. 

Xa% The World WoU tort. 

Faaton Carow. Tho Oao Too Many. 

By II. W. liVCY. 

Gideon Flayca. 

By.ICMTIN HeCAKTHV. 

A Fair flaxen. Waterdale Holghbomra. 

I'inloY Kochford. My Enamy’a Daughter. 

Kiu Miannthropo. Bad Diameada. 

Donna Qulxoto. Dear Lady Dladaln. 

Maid of Athena. Tho Dictator. 

Oamlola. Tho Comet of a Sonaoa. 

By OEORCSB HACDONALD. 

Hontbar and Snow. 

By ABNEM J9IACDONELL. 

Onaher Conaina. 

By L. T. IIIBADE. 

A Soldier of Fortono. 

By BERTKA-ni IfllTFORD. 

Tha Gan Runner. I The Klng'a AMOgat. 

The Luck of Gorard Bonahaw Faanihg't 
Bldgalay. | Queat. 

By Jf, E. HIJDDOCK. 

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 

By D. CHRIMTIK HERRAV. 


A Llfa ‘0 Atonement. 
Joaaph'a Goat. 

CorJs of Fire. 

Old Blaxar'a Haro. 
Tal Btrangi. 

Hearts. 

A Modal Father. 
Tlmo's Baveagas. 


By the Gate of the Baa. 
ABltofHnaaanHatora. 
First Farsoa Biagnlar. 


"Oynle I 

Tha Way of tha World. 
BohMai^naUttloGIrL 
A Waatad Orlma. 
XaDlrtotFarll. 

By 91I7RKAV db HERMAN. 


Tha BUbopr Blbla. I Paul Jenaa'a Allan. 
Ona Travallor Ratnrna. | 

ByllCHB NIMBBT. 

**BaUTpt" 

By W. E. NORRIS. 

Saint Ann'n. 

By O. OHNBT. 

AWalrdOltt. 

By OITIDA. 

Retd In Bondnga. Two Little 

Htrathmoro. Shoes. 

ChandoR In a Winter City, 

Under Two Flaga. Frlandahlp. 

Xdalia. Kotos. 

Cer.ll Oantlomnlna'a 
Oagd. 

Trlcotrln. 


Pack. 

Folio Fnrino. 

ADogofFuuidari. 

PnaearoL 


FlplatroUo. 

AVlUnga 


Blrna. 

Frlneai 


Wanda. 

Frescoas. 

Othmar. 


lean Hapraxlna. Byrlin. I OuUdarof. 


t HirwCERPORD. 

Lady Tanar’a Flight. I The Bad-Kanaa Kyatary. 

ALFRED HI NT. 

1 CondamaeA 

That Other Foraoa. | Mri. Juliet. 

ByH. AMUB KINO. 

A Diawn Gama. 

VH* Wanrtng af Graas." 


Br MAKOABBT A. BACli. 

.raU.wd8UB.l., 

By JAIBES PAYN. 
KMhtoSfwa^l Si%r£laBMl 

Fainted. ' From Sslla. 

A ConSdaattnl Agent GloW-worm TiiaA 
a a Thom. “ “ “ ■ * “ 


^ toa'TGwA 

Fanl and Privation. Holiday Taaka. 


Xn 


Tho Kyatory of Mir ForCaahOalY. 
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels— 

Hj iflru. CA.YIPKKMi PKABD, 

OaitewMulLawnAkar. I Obriitiaa Ghird. 

Hr JU. €. PUICB. 

V^atlns. I iiri. LaacHUr'a UvaL 

Tk« roraignan. | 

Hr UICIIAUD PUVCK. 

IOh ICuwell'a Atf«cUoaa. 

By CllAttl 4 KM KEADK. 

It li Never Toe Lote to 1 BloElebowtMdOoaUo. 

Mend. i fue. 

Tbe Doable MnrriAjre. ; Oood Btorlei of Kea 

Love Me LltUe, Lov« ' and other AnlauiU. 

Me Long. ' Hard Caeh. 

The CloUter and the ; Per Wofflngtoii. 

Hearth. > Chrietie JohnMttio. 

The Cooree of Trae; GrlMth Oaniit. 

Love. ' Foul Play 

The Aatobiography of; The Wandeiinf Heir. 

a Thief. A Womaii Hater, 

Put Yoweelf la Hii { A Simpleton 
Place. I A Perilona Bevrel. 

A Terrible Temptation. Baadlana. 

The Jilt. 

Ily Iflrn. J. II. ICIDDBIifi. 

The Prince of Walee'e | Weird Btoriee. 

Garden Party. I 

II 7 A91EMU BIVRM. 

Barbara Deling. 

By P. %V. BOBINHON. 

The Randf of Justice. 

By W, d.liABK ICrMHEf^l.. 

Ocean Tregedy. I Alone on a Wide Wide 

Up Shipmate Louise, ( Bea. 

By JOHN MAlNnKK.M. 

Guy Waterman I The Two Dreamers. 

Bound to the Wheel. | The Ltoa In the Path. 

By KATIIAKINE MAfJNBEBM.^. 

MargaretandEUaabeth I Heart Salvage. 

Gideon eKofk. BebasUan. 

The High Mills. I 


The Piccadilly (3.6) Novels— ronfinufj. 

By IIAWliKY 02IIART. 

mthonli Love or Licence. 

By T. W. MPJKIBHT. 

A Secret of the Bea. 

By B. A. ATEBNDAKB. 

The Afghan Knife. 

By BEBTIIA TIIOH AH. 

Freud Malale. I The VtoUn'Player. 

By ANTHONY TIIOlil.OPB. 

Frau Probmann. I The Way we Live Vow. 
The Laud Leaguon. I Mr. Scarborough e Pa- 
Marlon Fay. I mlly 

By PBAN<;BM B. TKOI^BiOPB. 

Uko Ships open the | Anne Purneu, 

Bea. I Mabel e Pregraee. 

Bv 1%'AN TUBOKNIKBP, dkc. 

Btoriee from Poroigii Novellelc. 

By HAUK TB'AIN. 

The American Claimant. | Tom Bawyer Abrotd 
Thedl.il0U.00ullank note. I Pudd nhend Wilson 

By C\ i\ PMAMKK*TYTf«BK, 


By MABAII TYTliBK. 

Tho Brideh Pas*. ) Lady Boll 
Burled Diamnnda | Blaehhall Ohostu, 

By AlfMCN VPWABB* 

The Qeetn against Owen. 

By B* A. % IBBTBM^Ye 

The Scorpion. 

Bv J. M. IWINTEIt. 

A Soldier sChildron. 

BynABBABET WVNHAN« 

MyPllrUUone 

By E. Bdll.A. 

The Downfall. I Dr. Pascal. 

Tbft Dream. I Money. | Lonrde*. 


CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

Tu'd Bvr.i, UiusttaU'il boAid*, 2». euh. 


By ABTE.ni.'M WAHB. 

Artemus Ward Complete, 

By EBltlONB ABOl’T. 

The Peliab. 

By IIAITIII 4 TON AIDE. 

Carr of Oarrlyon. 1 ConSdences. 

By .HABV AI^BKIIT. 

Brooke Finchley e Daughter. 

By fflrn. AliENANOBB* 

Maid, Wife or Widow? I Valerie s FaU. 

By BBANT AMiEN. 

I stories. I Blood Bnyal. 

i." ' For Mange's Behe. 

KSSu-.*.- SSSSS&ST 

Br B. liESTEB ABNOLV. 
Bna.na>l<ua. 

APeUowJfTtDOtr. |lhej^UrofBt.Bono 
The Janie* Dean. I diets. 

By Brv. N. BARIN€» pOUIsB. 
4«dB|iAw* J 


strange SI 

PhlUMia. 


Hr EKtNK K.hllBETT. 


Fetlei-i 
Little Lady Linton 
Bvtwveii Life A Dfolh. 
The Sin of Glga Zaesoe 

Uch. 

Polly Morrison. 

IJeat. BaraaLae. 


Honret Davie 
A Prudiiral « ProgrsM, 
Peuiid Oullt^ 

A BecollingVeaffeeace 
, For Love and Heaour 
John Ford, and Hie 
I Helpmate. 

IlEALCIlAiflP* 


idflEIrMI.KY 
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